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^ PREFACE 

, . * • 

1 HIS story bf' i^he Mellstock Quire and its old estab- 
lished west-gallery ‘Vniw-'clans, with sor^e supplementary 
descriptions similar officials in Two on a Tower ^ 
A Few Crusted Characters^ and other places, is intended 
to be a fairly true picture, at first hand, of the person- 
ages, ways, and customs which Arere cdmmon among 
such orchestral bodies in the villages of fifty i or sixty 
years ago. * 

N One is inclined to regret the displacement of these 
ecclesiastical bandsmen by an isolated organist (often at 
first a barrel-organist^ or harmonium player ; and despite 
certain advantages in point of control and accomplish- 
ment which were, no doubt, secured by installing tile 
single artist, the change has tended to stultify the 
professed aims of the Clergy, its cyrect result being to* 
curtail and extinguish the interest of parishioner^ in 
church *doings. U nder the old plan, fr oifv half a dozen to 
ten full-grown players, in addition to the nuftierons more 
or 4ess grown-up 'singers, were officially occupied with 
‘ the Sunday ^routine, and concerned in trying their best 
to n^ike it an artiste outcome of the combined musical 
tastfc of the congregation. With a* musical eidteutm 
limited, as it mostly is limited now, to the parson*s wife 
or daughter .and tile school-children, or to the school- 
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teacher and the children, an important union ofUnterests 
has disappeared. 

The zest of these bygone instrumentalists must ^av^ 
been keen and staying to take them, as it did, on foot 
every Sunday after a toilsome week, through all weathers, 
to the church, which often lay at a Astance from their 
homes. They usually received so little in payment for 
their performances that their efforts ^re Yeally a labour 
of love.^ In the parish 1 had in my iA|y|||swhen writing 
the present tale, the gratuities rcceivp yearly by the 
musicians at Christmas were somfli|^^as follows : From 
the manor-house ten shillings and a supfler ; from the 
vicar ten shillings ; from the farmers five shillings each ; 
from each cottage-household one shilling ; amounting 
altogether to not morS than ten shillings a head annu- 
ally—justn enough, as an old executant told me, to pay 
for their fiddle-strings, repairs, rosin, and music-paper 
(which they mostly ruled themselves). Their music^^ 
in those jdays was all in their own manuscript, copied 
in the evenings after work, and their music-books were 
homerbound. • 

• It was customary to inscribe ,a few jigs, reels, horn- 
pipes, and ballads in the same book, by beginning it at 
the other end, the in^rtions bein% continued from front 
and ])acknill sacred and secular met together in^the 
middle, oftea vdlb bizarre effect, the words of some of 
the son|^s exhibiting that ancient and broad humour 
which our grandfathers, and possibly gfandmothers^tdbk 
delight in, and is in these days^unquotable. * 

The aforesaid fiddle-strings, rosii^ and music-paper 
ware silpplied ty a* pedlar, who travelled exclusively in^ 
* such wares from parish to parish, coming to each village 
about every six months. Tales ar^ told ^f the con- 
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stemation once caused a^iong the church fiddlers when, 
on the occasion of their producing a new Christmas 
anthem, he did not come to time, owing to being 
snowed up on the downs, and the straits they were in 
through having ito make shift with whipcord and twine for 
strings. He was generally a musician himself, and some- 
times ^a composer in a small way, bringing his own new 
tunes, and tempting^ each choir to adopt them for a con- 
sideration. Som'^of these compositions yhich now lie 
before me, witt ibeir repetitions of lines, half-lines, and 
half-words, their and their intermediate sympho- 

nies, are good' singing* still, though they would hardly 
be admitted into such hymn-books as are popular in the 
churches of fashionable society at the present time. 

» 

Au^st 1896. 


Under the Greenwood Tree yfas first brdught out in 
the summer of 1872* in two volumes. The na/ne of the 
story was opginally intended to be, more appropriately, 
The Mellstock Quire, and this has been appended ^ 
a sub-title since the early editions, it having been 
thought unadvisable to displace for it 'the title by whicl» 
the book first became known. • 

In rereading the narrative ^fter ajlong ^terval *there 
occurs the inevitable reflection that the roalitief out of 
which it was spun were material fop another kSnd of 
study of tlfis little group of church musicians than is 
foupd in the chaj^ters here penned so lightly, even so 
faftically and flippantly at times. « But circuiystan^ps 
would have rendered any aim at a deeper, more essential, , 
more transcendent handling unadvisable at the date of 
. * ,vu 
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writing ; and the exhibition qf the Mellstock^Quire in 
the following pages must remain the only extant onCi 
except for the few glimpses of that perished band which 
I have given in verse elsewhere. 

T. I}. 
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MELLSTOC^-LANE 


I 

To dwellers in a wood almost every species of tree 
has its voice as vrell as its featurj. .At, the passing 
of the breeze the fir-trees sob and moan no less dis- 
tinctly than they rock ; the holly whistles as it tattles 
with itself ; the ash*hisses amid its quiverings ; the 
b*eech rustles while its flat bought rise and fall. And 
winter, which modifies the note of such trees shed 
their leaves, does not destroy its individuality. 

On a cold and starry Christmas-eve within living# 
memory a man was passing up a lane towaiyis Mell- 
stock Cross in the darkrfess of a plantation that whis- 
pered^tljus distinctively to his^ intelligence. *A11 ^le 
evidences of his nature were those Afforded by the 
kSpirit of his footsteps, which succeeded e^ch ^Jher 
Ughtly^and q^iickly, and by the liveliness of his voice 
as he sang in a rural cad^ce : 

A • 

• * With the rose and the lily • 

And the daffodowndilly, 

The lajs and the lasses a-sheep-shearing go.' 

• i 
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The lonely lane he was following connected one 
of the hamlets of Mellstock parish with Uppef 
Mellstock and Lewgate, and to his eyes, casujilly 
glancing upward, the silver and black-stemmed birches 
with their characteristic tufts, the ^ale grey boughs 
of beech, the dark-creviced elnJ, all appeared now 
as black and flat outlines upon the sky, wherein 
the white stars twinkled so vehemently that their 
flickering seemed like the flapping of wings. Within 
the wV)ody pass, at a level anything lower than the 
horizon, all was dark as the grave. ^The copse-wood 
forming the sides of the bower interlaced its branches 
so densely, even at this season of the year, that the 
draught from the .north-east flew along the channel 
with scarcely an interruption from lateral breezes. 

After passinglhe plantation and reaching Mellstock 
Cross the white surface of the* lane revealed itself 
between the dark hedgerows like a ribbon jagged 
at the edges ; the irregularity being caused by tem- 
porary accumulations of leaves extending from the 
‘ditch on either side. 

The cong (many times interrupted by flitting 
thoughts which tdok the place of several bars, and 
resiimed at a point i^ would have reached, hltd its 
continuit)^^ been unbroken) now received a more 
palpa^)le cheejf, in the shape of ‘ Jlo-i-i-i-i-i ! * from 
the crossing lane to Lower Mellstock, ton th€ right 
of the singer who had just Emerged from the tr^es. 

-U-i I [ he answered, stopping and locfkin^ 
round, though with no idea of seeing anything more 
than imagination pictured. 

4 * 
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‘ Is that thee, young; Dick Dewy ? ' came from 
' the darkness. 

, ‘ Ay, sure, Michael Mail.’ 

‘ Then why not stop for fellow-craters — going to 
thy ^wn fathei^s house too, as we be, and knowen 
us so well ? ’ 

Dick Dewy faced about and continued his tune 
in an under-whistle, •implying that the business of bis 
mouth could not be checked at a montent's ciotice 
by the placid emadon of friendship, * 

Having coipe more into the dj)en he could 
now be seen rising against the sky, his profile 
appearing on the light backgroimd like the portrait 
of a gentleman in black cardboard.- I* assumed ihe 
form of a low-crowned hat, an ordinary-shaped nose, 
an ordinary chin, an ordinary netk, and ordinary 
shoulders. What he consisted of further down was 
invisible from lack of sky low enough to j)icture 
him on. * • 

Shuffling, halting, irregular footsteps of various 
kinds were now beard coming up the hill, and 
presently there emerged from the ;5hade» severally 
five men of different ages and Igaits, all of them 
working villagers of the pariah of Mejlstock. They, 
too, had lost their rotundity with the Haylight, and 
advanced against the sky in fiat outlines, which 
sugg^ted some processional design on Greek or 
Etrugcan pottery. J'hey represented the chief portion 
of Mellstock parish choir. • • • • 

The first was a bowed and bent man, who carried 
a fiddle undgr his erm, and walked as if engaged in 
4 
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studying some subject connoted with the surface ot 
the road. He was Michael Mail, the man who had 
hallooed to Dick. ^ 

The next was Mr. Robert Penny, boot- and shoe- 
maker; a little man, who, though*^ rather round- 
shouldered, walked as if that facf had not come to 
his own knowledge, moving on with his back very 
hollow and his face fixed on th*" norlh-east quarter 
of the«‘heavfns before him, so that his lower waist- 
coat-buttons came first, and Jthen^ the remainder of 
his figure. Hi^ features were invisible ; yet when he 
occasionally looked round, two faint moons of light 
gleamed for an instant from the precincts of his 
cy^s, denoting that«he wore spectacles of a circular 
form. • • 

The third was^Elias §pinks, who walked perpen- 
dicularly and dramatically. The Yourth outline was* 
Joseph bowman’s, who had now no distinctive appear- 
ance beyond that of a human beftig. Finally came a 
weak lath-like form, trotting and stumbling along with 
&ie shoulder forward and his head inclined to the 
^ left, his arms dangling nervelessly in the wind as if 
they were empty slfieves. This was Thomas Leaf. 

‘•Where be the boys d ’ said Dick to this soipef^hat 
m4ifferentlV-matched assembly. 

The eldest of the group, Michael Mail, cleared^his 
throat from a great depth. • • 

‘ We told them to keep 6ack af home for a jime, 
Ihinkan they Wouldn’t be wanted yet awhile ; and we 
could choose the tuens, and so on.’ 

‘ Father and grandfather Willium h^e expected 
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ye a little sooner. I haj/e just been for a run round 
by Ewelease Stile and Hollow Hill to warm my feet.' 

. ‘ To be sure father did ! To be sure 'a did expect 
us — to taste the little barrel beyond compare that 
he's* going to t8.p.’ 

‘ 'Od rabbit it all ! Never heard a word of it I ' 
said Mr. Penny, gleams of delight appearing upon 
his spectacle-glassed, Dick meanwhile singing paren- 
thetically — 

t 

* The lads and the ^sses a-sheep>shjarmg go.’ 

* Neighbours, there's time enough to drink a sight 
of drink now afore bedtime ? ' said Mail. 

‘True, true — ^time enough tp get, as drunk, as 
lords I * replied Bowman cheerfully. 

This opinion being taken as convincing they all 
« advanced between^the varying hedges and the trees 
* dotting them here and there, kicking theii»toes occa- 
sionally among the crumpled leaves. Soon appeared 
glimmering indications of the few cottages forming 
the small hamlet of Upper Mellstock for which they 
were bound, whilst the faint sound of*cluirch-bells 
ringing a Christmas p^al could bo heard floating over ' 
upo.m the breeze from the direction of Loflgpuddle 
and Weatherbury parishes on the dtfcer side of the 
hills. A little wicket admitted them^ to the ^^den, 
amS they pigpceeded up the path to Dick’s house. 
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THE TRANTER'S 

II * 

It was a long low cottage with a hipped roof of 
thatch, having dormer windows breaking up into the 
eaves, a chimney standing in* the middle of the 
ridge and anothei^at eaclj end. The window-shutters 
were not yet closed, and the fird- and candle-ligl\tj 
within ii^diated forth upon the thick bushes of box and 
laurestiifus growing in clumps outside, and upon the 
bare boughs of several codlin-trees hanging about in 
various distorted shapes, the result of early training 
^as espaliers 'combined with careless climbing into 
their boughs in latlr years. The walls of the dwell- 
ing ‘were for ;Jie most* part covered with ciiee))ers, 
thQUgh theje were rather beaten back from the door- 
way-^a feature which was worn and scratched^ by 
much passing in and out, giving it by da3f’the a^^ar- 
ance of an old keyhole. Light streamed throug];i the 
arackft and jbint& of outbuildings a little way fPom 
the cottage, a sight which nourished a fancy that the 
purpose of the erection must be rather veil bright 
8 # 
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attractions than to shelter imsightly necessaries. The 
noise of a beetle and wedges and the splintering of 
* wood was periodically heard from this direction ; and 
at some little distance further a steady regular 
munching and tfie occasional scurr of a rope be- 
tokened a stable, and horses feeding within it. 

The choir stamped severally on the door-stone to 
shake from their boots* any fragment of earth or leaf 
adhering thereto, then entered the house a&d looked 
around to survey tlfe^ condition of things. Through 
the open doorway*of a snfall inner room*on the right 
hand, of a character between pantry and cellar, was 
Dick Dewy’s father Reuben, by vocation a * tranter,’ 
or irregular carrier. He was a stoue florid^an about* 
forty years of age, who ‘surveyed people up and down 
when first making their acquaintance* and generally 
sn^ed at the horizon or other distant object during 
conversations with friends, walkhig about with a 
steady sway, and turning out his toes very consider- 
ably. Being now occupied in bending over a hogs- 
head, that stood in the pantry ready horsed for the 
process of broaching, he^did not take die trotible to 
turn or raise his eyes at the entry of'his visitor^, well 
knowing by their footsteps that they werp the expected 
old comrades. « ^ • 

. Jh^ main room^ on the left, was decked with 
bunme^ of hoHy and other evergreens, and from the 
middle ^f the beam vivisecting the ceiling hung the 
misjleftie, of a size out of all proportion to* the ro«m, 
and extending so low that it became necessary for a 
full-grown person to Valk round it in passing, or run 
9 * 
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the risk of entangling his lia^ir. This apartment con- 
tained Mrs. Dewy the tranter's wife, and the four 
remaining children, Susan, Jim, Bessy, and Ch^-rley, 
graduating uniformly though at wide stages from the 
age of sixteen to that of four year#--the eldest of the 
series being separated from Dick the firstborn by a 
nearly equal interval. * 

Some circumstance had apparently caused much 
grkif to Mharley just previous to the entry of the 
choir, and he had absently t^ken down a small 
looking-glaife, holding it before his face to learn how 
the human countenance appeared when engaged in 
crying, which survey led him to pause at the various 
•points in each wail that were more than ordinarily 
striWng, for a thorough appreciation of the general 
effect. Bessy ^was leaning against a chair, and 
glancing under the plaits abbut the waist of^fhe 
plai<} frock she wore, to notice the original unfaded 
pattrt’n of the material as there preserved, her face 
bearing an expression of regret that the brightness 
had passed away from the visible portions. Mrs. 
Dewy ^at in 8> brown settle by the side of the glowing 
wood^fire — so gtowing that with a heedful compres- 
sion of the, lips shei would now and thea Ase and 
^put her* hind upon the hams and flitches of bacon 
limmg the chimney, to reassure herself that they we»e . 
not being broiled instead of smoked*— a m&fl^ittune 
that had been known to happen now and^then at 
Christma^-time. • 

* Hullo, my sonnies, here you be, then 1 ' said 
Reuben Dewy at length, standing qp and blowing 

• lO 
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fqf'th a vehement gust of fereath. ‘ How the blood 
do puff up in anybody’s head, to be sure, a-stooping 
like that ! I was just going out to gate to hark for 
ye.’ He then carefully began to wind a strip of brown 
paper round a brass Jap he held in his hand. * This 
in the cask here is a drop o’ the right sort ’ (tapping 
the cask) ; * ’tis ^ real drop o’ cordial from the best 
picked apples — Sansoms, Stubbards, Five-corners, 
and such -like — you d’mind the sort, iftichad ? ’ 
(Michael nodded.) * * An^l there’s a sprinkling of 
they that grow d<Jwn by the orchard-rails — streaked 
ones — rail apples we d’call ’em, as ’tis by the rails 
they grow, and not knowing the right name. The 
water-cider from ’em is as good ^s 'm(fet people*^ 
best cider is.’ * • 

* Ay, and of the same make too,’ said Bowman. 

‘ *Tjt rained when we wrung it out, and the water 
got into it,” folk will say. But ’Cis on’y an eiwruse. 
Watered cider is too common among us.’ • 

‘ Yes, yes ; too common it is ! ’ said Spinks with 
an inward sigh, whilst his eyes seemed to be looking 
at the case in an abst^£^pt form rathoi' than* at the 
scene Jefore him. ‘ Such poor liquor do n^ake a 
man’s thmat feel very melanchdiy— and is a disgrade 
to the name of stimmilent.’ • , 

'^Gomc in, come in, and draw up* to the fiiPe ; 
nfevS? mind ydbr shoes,’ said Mrs. Dewy, seeing that 
all except Dick had%paused to wipe them upon the 
>!o9r-mat. * I am glad that you’ve stcppe*d up-ah>ng < 
at last ; and, Susan, you run down to Grammer 
Kaytes’s and •see if you can borrow some larger 

ii^ 
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candles than these fourtoens. Tommy Leaf, don’t 
ye be afeard I Come and sit here in the settle.’ 

This was addressed to the young man before 
mentioned, consisting chiefly of a human skeleton 
and a smock-frock, who was very awkward '"in his 
movements, apparently on account of having grown 
so very fast that before he had had time to' get used 
to his height he was higher. 

‘♦Hee— hee — ay ! ’ replied Leaf, letting his mouth 
continue to smile for som^ tim^ 'after his mind had 
done smiling* so that his tfieth remained in view as 
the most conspicuous members of his body. 

* Here, Mr. Penny,’ resumed Mrs. Dewy, ‘ you 
Ait in this bhair. • And how’s your daughter, Mrs. 
Brownjohn ? ' 

* Well, I suppose I must say pretty fair.’ He 
adjusted his spectacles a quarter of an inch to t$e 
right, ^ But she’ll be worse before she’s better, ’a 
b’liev^.’ 

* Indeed — poor soul I And how many will that 
make in all, four or five ? ’ 

* Fivb ; they’ve buried tly-ee. Yes, five ; and she* 
not mych more tlian a maid yet. She do know the 
irfUltiplication, table t)nmistakable well. However, 
’jwas to be, and none can gainsay it.’ 

lArs. Dew>* resigned Mr. Penny. ‘ Wonder 
your grandfather James is ? ’ she inquired oi rffe of 
the children. ‘ He said he’d dr|>p in to-nighti’ 

‘Out in* fuel-house with grandfather Williayi,’ 
said Jimmy. 

* Now let’s see what we can dd,’ wa»heard spoken 
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about this time by the trsgiter in a private voice to 
tlie barrel, beside which he had again established 
, nimsiplf, and was stooping to cut away the cork. 

‘ Reuben, don’t make such a mess o’ tapping that 
barrel as is mostll^ made in this house,’ Mrs. Dewy 
cried from the fireplace. * I’d tap a hundred without 
wasting ihore than you do in one. Such a squizzling 
and squirting job* as ’fis in your hands I There, he 
always was such a clumsy man indoors.’ • • 

‘ Ay, ay ; 1 kno^^you’d tap a hundred beautiful, 
Ann — I know you would ; two hundred, perhaps. 
But I can’t promise. This is a* old cask, and the 
wood’s rotted away about the tap-hole. The husbird 
of a feller Sam Lawson — that ever I- should call’n* 
such, now he’s dead dnd gone, poor heart I~»took 
me in completely upon the feaf of biiying this cask. 
“ Reub,” says he — ’rf always used to call me plain 
Reub, poor old heart I — “ Reub,”* he said, say^ he, 
“ that there cask, Rehb, is as good as new yes, 
good as new. ’Tis a wine-hogshead ; the best port- 
wine in the commonwealth have been in that there 
task ; and you shall have en for ten shiJlens, Reub,” 
— ’a said, says he — “ he’s worth twenty, ay, five-and- 
twenty,*if Jxe’s worth one ; and*an iron jjioop or two 
put round en among the wood ones will ^pake en^ 

■m^h^thirty shillens.of any man’s money, if 

I should have used the eyes that Provi- 
dence spve me to u^ afore I paid any ten shillens 
for a jhncrack wine-barrel ; a saint is«sinifbr enough 
not\o be cheated. But ’tis like all your family was, 
so easy to be d^eived.’ 


13 * 
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‘ That's as true as gospel of this member,* said 
Reuben. 

Mrs. Dewy began a smile at the answer,, then 
altering her lips and refolding them so that it was 
not a smile, commenced smoothing little Bessy's 
hair ; the tranter having meanwhile suddenly become 
oblivious to conversation, occupying himself in a 
deliberate cutting and arrangement of some more 
brawn piiper for the broaching operation. 

‘ Ah, who can believe sellers I ' said old Michael 
Mail in a carefully-cautioUs voice^ by way of tiding- 
over this critical point of affairs. 

‘ No one at all,' said Joseph Bowman, in the tone 
'of a man folly agreeing with everybody. 

* Ay,* said Mail, in the tone of a man who did 
not agree with everybody as a rule, though he did 
now ; ‘ I knowed a* auctioneefmg feller once — a ^ry 
friendly feller 'a \/as too. And so one hot day as I 
was walking down the front' street o' Casterbridge, 
jist below the King's Arms, I passed a* open winder 
and see him inside, stuck upon his perch, a-selling 
off. T jist nodded to en in a friendly way as i 
passe^d, and w^t my way, and thought no more 
kbout it. )Vell, neat day, as I was oilen Ay boots 
^by fuelfhtouse door, if a letter didn't come wi' a 
bfff charging me with a feather > bed, bolster, 
pillers, that I had bid for at Mr. Taylor's srfio^The 
slim>faced martel had knocl^d ’em dow^ to me 
because T nodded to en in my friendly way ♦ and I 
had to pay for ’em too. Now, I hold that that was 
coming it very close, Reuben >* 
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Twas close, there’s no denying,* said the general 
voice. 

• * Too close, *twas,* said Reuben, in the rear of 

the rest. * And as to Sam Lawson — ^poor heart I 
now he*s dead and gone too ! — 1*11 warrant, that 
if so be I*ve spent one hour in making hoops for 
that barrel, I’ve spent fifty, first and last. That’s 
one of my hoops * — touching it with his elbow — 

‘ that’s one of mine, and that, and that, •and lill 
these.* * ^ ^ 

‘ Ah, Sam was a man, ’•said Mr. Penny, contem- 
platively. 

* Sam was I ’ said Bowman. 

‘ Especially for a drap o’ drink,* .said thfe tranter. ‘ 

* Good, but not relfgious-good,* suggested iMr. 

Penny. , * 

TJie tranter noddeS. Having at last made the 
tap and hole quite ready, ‘ Now then, Suze, briijg a 
mug,’ he said. ‘ Kerens luck to us, my sonnies*! ’ 

The tap went in, and the cider immediately 
squirted out in a horizontal shower over Reuben’s 
Ifands, knees, and leggings, and into tlie eydS and 
neck of Charley, who, having temporarily put ofi his 
grief unJei pressure of more interesting jvoceedings,* 
was squatting down and blinking near his* father. ^ 
•^Tljipre ’tis again i ’ said Mrs. Dewy. • • 

take^he hole, the cask, and Sam Lawson 
too, that good cider ^should be wasted like this ! ’ 
excl|iirfed the tranter. ‘ Your thumb 1 *Lend me 
your thumb, Michael 1 Ram it in here, Michael 1 
I must get a bigger tap, my scmnie^’ 
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‘ Idd it cold inthide tf hole ? ’ inquired Charley 
of Michael, as he continued in a stooping posture 
with his thumb in the cork-hole. 

‘ What wonderful odds and ends that chiel has 
in his head to be sure I ’ Mrs. Ddwy admiringly ex- 
claimed from the distance. ‘ 1 lay a wager that he 
thinks more about how 'tis inside that barrel than in 
all the other parts of the world put together.’ 

All p^jrsons present put on a speaking counte- 
nance of admiration for the cifcverness alluded to, 
in the midst* of which Reuben returned. The opera- 
tion was then satisfactorily performed ; when Michael 
arose and stretched his head to the extremest fraction 
'of height that his^ body would allow of, to restraighten 
his back and shoulders — thrusting out his arms and 
twisting his features ^to a mass of wrinkles to em- 
phasize the relief acquired. A quart or two of^he 
beverage was then brought to table, at which all the 
new ‘arrivals reseated themselves with wide-spread 
knees, their eyes meditatively seeking out any speck 
or knot in the board upon which the gaze might 
precipitate itself. * 

‘ Whatever is father a-biding out in fuel-house so 
long for ? ’ ^Md the Aranter. ‘ Never such a^'man as 
father fyr two things — cleaving up old dead apple- 
trae wood and playing the bass»viol. ’A’d ppshfc 
life between the two, that ’a would.’ «He stfep^{^^.tQ 
the door and opened it. *' ^ 

i Fathet I ’ • ^ 

‘ Ay ! ’ rang thinly from round the corner. 

‘ Here’s the barrel tapped, and we^l a-waiting 1 

•i6 
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A series of dull thuds, ^hat had been heard without 
Tor some time past, now ceased ; and after the light 
of, a lantern had passed the window and made 
wheeling rays upon the ceiling inside the eldest of 
the Dewy familf^ appeared. 
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W ILLIAM DEWY — otherwise grandfather William 
—was now about seventy ; yet an ardent vitality still 
preserved a warm and roughened bloom upon his 
face, which reminded gardeners of the sunny side 
of a ripe ribstone-pippin ; thougli a narrow strip 
forehead,* that was protected from the weather by 
lying above the line of his hat-brim, seemed to belong 
to some town man, so gentlemanly was its whiteness. 
His was a humorous and kindly nature, not unmixed 
I with a freq^ient^ melancholy ; and he had a firm re- 
ligious faith. But to his neighbours he had no 
character in jarticula^. If they saw him pais by 
their win(fow!> when they had been bottling off old 
meadj or when,they had just been galled long-heade^ 
men who might do anything in the wrld i^ikey. 
chose, they thought concAning ^him, ‘ Ah, there’s 
/hat good-hearte^ man — open as a child ! * If dthey 
saw him just after losing a shilling or half-a-crowft, 
or accidentally letting fall a piece of cjockery, they 
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thought, ‘There’s that poor weak-minded man Dewy 
again I Ah, he’s never done much in the world either I ’ 
If be passed when fortune neither smiled nor frowned 
on them, they merely thought him old William Dewy. 

* Ah, so’s — hire you be I — Ah, Michael and Joseph 
and John — and you too, Leaf I a merry Christmas 
all ! We shall have a rare log-wood fire directly, 
Reub, to reckon by Ihe toughness of the job I had 
in cleaving ’em,’ As he spoke he thre^ do^Tn an 
armful of logs which fell in the chimney-corner with 
a rumble, and looked ae them with something of the 
admiring enmity he would have bestowed on living 
people who had been very obstinate in holding their 
own. * Come in, grandfather James.’' • • 

* Old James (grandfather on the maternal side) 
had simply called as a visitor^ He fived in a cottage 
^ himself, and many people considered him a 
miser ; some, rather slovenly in his habits. * I}e now 
* came forward from tfehind grandfather Willie, and 
his stooping figure formed a well-illuminated picture 
as he passed towards the fire-place. Being by trade* 
^ a mason, he wore a lon^ linen apron ueac&ing almost 
to his toes, corduroy breeches and gaiters,, which, 
together, with his boots, graduated in |i©ts of whitish- 
brown by constant friction against lim*e ^d stoi^. 
*^e also wore a vp,ry stiff fustian coat^ having *folds 
at tl5«relbo\v« and shoulders as unvarying in their 
arrangement as tho^e in a pair of bellows : the ridges 
and nhe projecting parts of the «oat* collectively i 
exhibiting a shade different from that of the hollows, 
which were li»ed wkh small ditch-like accumulations 
I# 
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of stone and mortar-dust. H'he extremely large side- 
pockets, sheltered beneath wide flaps, bulged out 
convexly whether empty or full ; and as he was often 
engaged to work at buildings far away — his breakfasts 
and dinners being eaten in a strange chimney-cfirner, 
by a garden wall, on a heap of stones, or walking 
along the road — he carried in these pockets *a small 
tin canister of butter, a small* canister of sugar, a 
small canister of tea, a paper of salt, and a paper of 
pepper ; the bread, cheese^ and^ tneat, forming the 
substance of his meals, harffeing up behind him in 
his basket among the hammers and chisels. If a 
passer-by looked hard at him when he was drawing 
forth any of thes6, ‘ My buttery,* he said, with a 
pinchad smile. * • 

‘ Better try over nupiber seventy-eight before we 
start, I suppose ? * said William* pointing to a 
of old.Christmas-carol books on a side table. 

‘ Wr all my heart,' said the choir generally. 

‘ Number seventy-eight was always a teaser — 

* always. I can mind him ever since I was growing 
up a hafd boy^hap.' ^ ^ 

‘ Bvit he's a good tune, and worth a mint o' 
practice, '^said Jdichad. • 

^ * He i^ ; "though iVe been mad enough wi' that 
turn at times* to seize en and tear en all to Ijpnj^f* 
Ay, he's a splendid carrel — there's no <fenyin^^^t.’ 

* The first line is well enough^' said Mr. Sjjinks ; 
bul^ when ^ou tome to “ O, thou man,” you m&ke a 
mess o't.' 

‘ We'll have another go into and see what we 
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can make of the martel. JHalf-an-hour^s hammering 
at en will conquer the toughness of en ; I’ll warn it/ 

‘ ’Od rabbit it all ! ’ said Mr. Penny, interrupting 
with a dash of his spectacles, and at the same time 
clawing at something in the depths of a large side- 
pocket. ‘ If so be i hadn’t been as scatter-brained 
and thirdngill as a chiel, I should have called at the 
schoolhouse wi’ a boot as I cam up along. What- 
ever is coming to me I really can’t estimate at aU I ' 

‘ The brain has its weaknesses,’ murmured Mr. 
Spinks, waving his head ominously. Mr. Spinks 
was considered to be a scholar, having once kept 
a night-school, and always spoke up to that level. 

* Well, I must call with en the firat thing to 

morrow. And I’ll empt my pocket o’ this la^ too, 
if you don’t mind, Mrs. De\i^.’ Ke drew forth a 
larA, and placed it 5n a table at his elbow. The 
eyes of three or four followed it. « • 

* Well,’ said the shoemaker, seeming to perceive 
that the interest the object had excited was greater 
than he had anticipated, and warranted the last’s ' 
being taken up again and exhibited ‘ nbv^ yhose 
foot do ye suppose this last waS made for? It 
was mtule for Geoffrey Day’s»father, over at Yal- 
bury Wood, Ah, many’s the pair o’ boo^s fie’ve had 

the last 1 Well, when ’a died, I us^ the last Jfor 
Geofif^, and^ave ever since, though a little doctor- 
ing was wanted to make ft do. Yes, a very queer 
natur^d last it is now, ’a b’lieve,’ he qpntinued, tj^rn- ^ 
ing^ it over caressingly. ‘ Now, you notice that there ’ 
(pointing to ajiump^of leather bradded to the toe), 

21^ B 
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* that^s a very bad bunion^that he’ve had ever since 
'a was a boy. Now, this remarkable large piec^' 
(pointing to a patch nailed to the side), ‘ sho\^s a* 
accident he received by the tread of a horse, that 
squashed his foot almost to a ponface. Thediorse- 
shoe cam full-butt on this poirtt, you see. And so 
IVe just been over to Geoffrey’s, to know if he 
wanted his bunion altered of maSe bigger in the 
new«pair I’m making.’ 

During the latter part of this speech, Mr. Penny’s 
left hand wahdered toward* the cider-cup, as if the 
hand had no connection with the person speaking ; 
and bringing his sentence to an abrupt close, all but 
the extreme margin of the bootmaker’s face was 
eclip^d by the circular brim of the vessel. « 

* However, Pwas going to say,’ continued Penny, 
putting down the cup, ‘ I oughf to have called at^e 
school ’-^here he went groping again in the deptfis 
of his •pocket — ‘ to leave this Without fail, though I 
suppose the first thing to-morrow will do.* 

He now drew forth and placed upon the table a 
boot-T-small, light, and prettily shaped — upon thet 
heel of which he^ad been operating. 

• ‘ The new schoolnjistress’s I ’ • 

# * • 

‘ Ay, fio*less, Miss Fancy Day ; as neat a little 
^gvfe of fun AS ever I see, and jq^t husband-high.’ 

* Never Geoffrey’s daughter Fancy^ ’ san^Bow- 
man, as all glances pre&nt cwiverged like ^wheel- 
spokes upon thp boot in the centre of them. • 

‘ Yes, sure,’ resumed Mr. Penny, regarding \he 
boot as if that alone were his« aud:j(or ; ^ ’tis she 
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that’s come here schoolmistress. You knowed his 
daughter was in training ? ’ 

Strange, isn’t it, for her to be here Christmas- 
night, Master Penny ? ’ 

‘ Yes ; but here she is, ’a b’lieve.’ 

‘ I know how she comes here — so I do I ’ chir- 
ruped ofie of the children. 

‘ Why ? ’ Dick inquired, with subtle interest. 

‘ Pa’son May bold was afraid he couldn’t manage 
us all to-morrow aj: th^, dinner, and ^he talked o’ 
getting her jist •to comh over and help him hand 
about the plates, and see we didn’t make pigs of 
ourselves ; and that’s what she’s come for ! ’ 

‘ And that’s the boot, then,’ codtintiefi its mendeSr 
imaginatively, * that 'she’ll walk to church ki to- 
morrow morning. I don’t care to mend boots I 
do.i’t make ; but there’s no knowing what it may 
lead to, and her father always comes to me.’ . 

There, between tfie cider-mug and the candle, 
stood this interesting jeceptacle of the little un- 
known’s foot ; and a very pretty boot it was. A 
character, in fact — the flexible be^d ^at the* instep, 
the rounded localities of the small nestling toes, 
scratclfes. from careless scampers now^ forgotten— 
all, as repeated in the tell-tale leather, evidencing 9. 
jiature and a bias. , Dick surveyed it with a delicate 
feelingsthat he had no right to do so without having 
first asked the ownei;of the foot’s permission. 

‘ Now, neighbours, though no common *eye caif see 
it,’ the shoemaker, went on, ‘ a man in the trade can 
see the likeness between this boot and that last, 
^ 3 ^ 
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although that is so defoitned as hai^y to recall 
one of God’s creatures, and this is one of as pretty 
a pair as you’d get for ten-and-sixpence in Caster- 
bridge. To you, nothing ; but ’tis father’s voot and 
daughter’s voot to me, as plain as houses.’ * 

‘ I don’t doubt there’s a likeness. Master Penny — 
a mild likeness — a fantastical likeness,’ saicf Spinks. 

* But / han’t got imagination enough to see it, 
perhaps.’ 

Mr. Penn^ adjusted his .<wpect§,cles. 

* Now, I’ll tell ye what happened to me once on 
this very point. You used to know Johnson the 
dairyman, William ? ’ 

• ‘ Ay, sure ; I Aid.’ 

* Well, ’twasn’t opposite Kis house, but a little 
lower down — by his paddock, in front o’ Parkmaze 
Pool. I was a-bearing across towards Bloom’s Bp^, 
and lo and behold,* there was a man just brought out 
o’ theTPool, dead ; he had un’rayed for a dip, but not 
being able to pitch it just there had gone in flop over 
his head. ^ Men looked at en ; women looked at cn ; 
childreh looked ^t en ; nobody knowed en. He wa^ 
covered wi’ a sheet ; but I catched sight of his voot, 
just sho^ing^ Qut as they carried en along. don’t 
^are what name that man went by,” I said, in my 
w^, “ but he’s John Woodwand’s brother ; caad 
swear to the family voot.” At that* very foment 
up comes John Woodward, weeping and leaving, 
“ I'Ve lost*^my ^brother I I’ve lost my brother I*” ’ 

‘ Only to think of that I ’ said Mrs. Dewy. 

*' ’Tis well enough to know this fool and th|it foot,’ 
•24 
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said 'Mr. Spinks. ‘ Tis long-headed, in fact, as far 
as feet do go. I know little, ^tis true — I say no 
more ; but show me a man’s foot, and I’ll tell you 
that msfn-’s heart.’ 

* You must L«e a cleverer feller, then, than man- 
kind in jineral,’ sai<? the tranter. 

‘ WeM, that’s nothing for me to speak of,’ returned 
Mr. Spinks. * A ihan lives and learns. Maybe I’ve read 
a leaf or two in my time. I don’t wish to anything 
large, mind you ; but nevertheless, maybe I have.’ 

‘Yes, I know,’ skid ^tSlichael soothiAgly, ‘ and all 
the parish knows, that ye’ve read sommat of every- 
thing a’most, and have been a great filler of young 
folks’ brains. Learning's a worthy thing, and ye’v^ 
gqt it. Master Spinks^’ 

‘ I make no boast, though I may have read and 
thought a little ; and I know — it may be from much 
p'ehising, but I make no boast— Jthat by thte time a 
man’s head is finishod, ’tis almost time for iiim to 
creep underground. I am over forty-five.’ 

Mr. Spinks emitted a look to signify that if his 
*head was not finished, nobody’s head evef could be. 

* Talk of knowing fSbople by ftieir feet I ’ said 
Reuben. ‘ Rot me, my sonnies, then, if I can tell 
what a man is from all his members* put \ogether, 
(jftentimes.* 

‘ But still, ,^ook IS a good deal,’* observed grand- 
father Villiam absently, rAoving ^d balancing his 
head , till the tip of* grandfather James’a nose^was 
exactly in a right line with William’s eye and the 
mouth of a miijiatur^ cavern he was discerning in the 
* 5 . 
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fire. ‘ By the way/ he continued in a fresher voic^ and 
looking up, ‘ that young crater, the schoolmis'ess^ 
must be sung to to-night wi’ the rest ? If her ear is 
as fine as her face, we shall have enough to do to be 
up-sides with her/ 

‘ What about her face ? * saic> young Dewy. 

‘ Well, as to that,’ Mr. Spinks replied, ‘ ’tis a face 
you can hardly gainsay. A very good pink face, as 
far as that«do go. Still, only a face, when all is said 
and done.’ • 

‘ Come, cOme, Elias Spinks,* say she’s a pretty 
maid, and have done wi’ her,’ said the tranter, again 
preparing to visit the cider-barrel. 
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Shortly after ten o’clock the singing-boys 
arrived at the tranter’s house, which was invariably 
th^ place of meetingji and preparations were ;nade 
for the start. The older men and hiusicians wore 
thick coats, with stiff perpendicular collars, and 
colbured handkerchiefs wound roynd and refund the 
neck till the end came to hand, over all which they 
just showed their ears and noses, like people looking 
over a wall. The remainder, stalwart ruddy men 
find boys, were dressed mainly in snow-white sqiock- 
frocks, embroidered upoh the sboui*ders and breasts, 
in ornamental forms of hearts^ diamonds, and zig- 
zags. The cider-mug was emptied for tfie ninth 
tipie, the music-books were arranged, agid the pi^es 
finally* decide^ upon. The boys in the meantime 
put the old horn-lanterns in order, cut candles into 
short lengths to fit tlie lanterns ; an;l, a thin fifece 
of ^now having fallen since the early part of the 
evening, those :^ho h^d no leggings went to the stable 

27, 
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and wound wisps of hay rpund their ankles to keej 
the insidious flakes from the interior of their boots.* 

Mellstock was a parish of considerable acreage^ th( 
hamlets composing it lying at a much greater 'distance 
from each other than is ordinarily the case. Hence 
several hours were consumed inf playing and singing 
within hearing of every family, even if but a single aii 
were bestowed on each. Theresas Lower Mellstock, 
the main •village ; half a mile from this were the 
church and vicarage, and a few other houses, the spot 
being rather lonely now, Jiougli in past centuries it 
had been the most thickly-populated quarter of the 
parish. A mile north-east lay the hamlet of Upper 
Mellstock, ««vhere» the tranter lived ; and at other 
poinl;^ knots of cottages, besides solitary farmsteg.ds 
and dairies. • 

Old William Dewy, with thb violoncello, picked 
the bas^ ; his grandson Dick the treble violin ; Irid 
Reuben and Michael Mail the tenor and second 
violins respectively. The singers consisted of four 
men and seven boys, upon whom devolved the task 
of ca;-ryin*g aijd attending to the lanterns, and holdi 
ing the books open for the^players. Directly music 
was the theme, old, William ever and instiActively 
came to^the front. • 

.♦Now mi^d, neighbours,’ he said, as they all we^^t 
out one by one •at the door, he himself holding h 
ajar and regarding them*with a critical face as they 
pa^ed, like ^ shepherd counting out his ^heep. 
‘ You two counter-boys, keep your ears open^ to 
Michael’s fingering, and don’t, ye gj) straying intc 
.28 
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the*lreble part along Dick and his set, as ye did 
•last year ; and mind this especially when we be in 
“ Arise, and hail.” Billy Chimlen, don’t you sing 
quite so raving mad as you fain would ; and, all o’ 
ye, whatever yc^do, keep from making a great scuffle 
on the ground wheh we go in at people’s gates ; but 
go quietly, so as to strike up all of a sudden, like 
spirits.’ • • 

‘ ‘ Farmer Ledlow’s first ? ’ 

‘ Farmer Ledlow’s first ; the rest as usual.’ 

‘ And, Voss,’ sa*d the tranter termfnatively, ‘ you 
keep house here till about half-past two ; then heat 
the metheglin and cider in the warmer you’ll find 
turned up upon the copper; and bring it wi’ the 
victuals to church-hatch, as th’st know.’ , 

• 

Just before the t^lock struck twelve they lighted 
IBe lanterns and started. The .moon, in*her third 
quarter, had risen «ince the snowstorm ; but the 
dense accumulation of snow-cloud weakened her 
power to a faint twilight, which was rather pervasive^ 
of the landscape than traceable to, the* sky. The 
breeze had gone down* and the rustle of their feet 
and ft>nes of their speech echoed with 
bound from every post, boundary-stone*, and ancient 
;wall they passed, even where the distance dl^t^e 
echoes origu^ was less than a few yards. Beyond 
their own slight noises nothing was to be heard, save 
the pccasional baAc of foxes in (bo direction oi 
"^Ibury Wood, or the brush of a rabbit among the 
grass now an^ then* as it scampered out of their way, 

2g 
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Most of the outlying l^omesteads and hamlets 
had been visited by about two o’clock ; they then 
passed across the outskirts of a wooded park ^to- 
ward the main village, nobody being at home at the 
Manor. Pursuing no recognized ttack, great* care 
was necessary in walking lest their faces should come 
in contact with the low-hanging boughs of ‘the old 
lime-trees, which in many spot^ forfned dense over- 
growths ofSnterlaced branches. • 

* Times have changed from the times they used 
to be,’ said Mail, regarding nobody can tell what 
interesting old panoramas with an inward eye, and 
letting his outward glance rest on the ground, 
because it l^as ac convenient a position as any, 
‘ People don’t care much about us now I I’ve be^n 
thinking we mhst be^ almost the last left in the 
county of the old string playelts ? Barrel-orgaps, 
and the things ne^jt door to ’em that you blow wf 
your foot, have come in terribly of late years.’ 

‘ Ay I ’ said Bowman, shaking his head ; and old 
' William, on seeing him, did the same thing. 

‘ More’s th^ pity/ replied another. ‘ Time was 
— longhand merry ago now^ — ^when not one of the 
varmits was jto be he,ard of ; but it served sdme of 
the quire j right. Thty should have stuck to strings 
as did, apd kept out clarinets, and done away 
with serpents. If you’d thrive in muisical rdfgion, 
stick to strings, says I.’ 

‘Strings be gafe soul-lifters, as far as that dp go,’ 
said Mr. Spinks. • 

* Yet there’s worse things than serpents,’ said Mr. 
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Pemly. ‘ Old things pass away, 'tis true ; but a 
cerpent was a good old note : a deep rich note was 
the serpent.' 

* Cl&r'nets, however, be bad at all times,’ said 
Michael Mail. One Christmas — ^years agone now, 
years — I went tht? rounds wi’ the Weatherbury 
quire. .’Twas a hard frosty night, and the keys 
of all the clar’ftets Aroze — ah, they did freeze I — so 
•that ’twas like drawing a cork every time a key was 

opened ; and the players o’ ’em had to go into a 
hedger-and-ditcher*s chTmley-corner, ind thaw their 
clar’nets every now and then. An icicle o’ spet hung 
down from the end of every man’s clar’net a span 
long ; and as to fingers — well, there, if ye’ll belieye 
me, we had no fingeis at all, to our knowing.’ 

‘ I can well bring back to my tnind,’ said Mr. 
Penny, * what I smd to poor Joseph Ryme (who 
fdbk the treble part in Chalk-Newton Church for 
two-and-forty year) .when they thought of •having 
clar’nets there. “ Joseph,” I said, says I, “ depend 
upon’t, if so be you have them tooting clar’nets* 
j you’ll spoil the whole set-out. Clar’nete were not ^ 
made for the service of •the Lard ;* you can see it by 
looking at ’em,” I said. And j^rhat came o’t ? Why, 
souls, the parson set up a barrel-organ oh his own 
Recount within two years o’ the time, I spoke^^afld 
the did quir^went*to nothing.’ • 

* far as look is concerned,’ said the tranter, ‘ I 
don’t, Ifor my part see that a fiddle^is much rearer ^ 
hdaven than a clar’net. ’Tis further off. There’s 
always a raki^, scampish twist about a fiddle’s looks 



UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE 

ri 

that seems to say the Wicked One had a haiffl in 
making o’en ; while angels be supposed to play, 
clarinets in heaven, or som’at like *em, if ye may 
believe picters.’ 

‘ Robert Penny, you was in the fight, ^ bro|^e in 
the eldest Dewy. ‘ They should 4ia* stuck to strings. 
Your brass-man is a rafting dog — well and> good ; 
your reed-man is a dab at slurring ye — ^well and 
good ^ you* drum-man is a rare bowel-shaker — good, 
again. But I don’t care -who bears me say it, 
nothing will spak to youi hS^trt ^i’ the sweetness o' 
the man of strings 1 ' 

* Strings for ever I ' said little Jimmy. 

‘ Strings alone . would have held their ground 
against all the new comers iij creation.' (‘ True, 
true I ' said Bowman.) * But clarinets was death.' 
(‘ Death they was ! ' * said Mr. Penny.) ‘ And 
harmonious,' William continued in a louder voice; 
and getting excited by these, signs of approval, 

‘ harmonions and barrel-organs ' (‘ Ah I ' and groans 
from Spinks) * be miserable — ^what shall I call 'em ? 
— miserable ' 

• t ' 

* Sinners,' suggested Jimmy, who made large 
st)jdes*like the men,^and did not lag behind like 
the other \ittle boys. • 

• ‘ Miserable dumbledores I ' 

9 * r 

‘ Right, William, and so they Ije — miserable 
dumbledores I ” said the dhoir with unanimit/. 

^ this /.ime^they were crossftig to a gate*in the 
direction of the school, which, standing on a slight 
eminence at the jimction of three ways, now rose in 
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unvarying and dark flatness against the sky. The 
instruments were retuned, and all the band entered 
the scjiool enclosure, enjoined by old William to 
keep upon the ^rass. 

‘ Number seventy-eight,* he softly gave out as 
they formed round in a semicircle, the boys opening 
the lanterns to get ajclearer light, and directing their 
rays on the books. 

Then passed forth into the quiet night an fccient 
and time-worn Ky^im, embodying acquaint Chris- 
tianity in words orally fransmitted from father to son 
through several generations down to the present 
characters, who sang them out right earnestly : 

* Remember Adam’s fall, 

O thou Man : • 

Remeiyber Adam*$ fall 
From Heaven to Hell. 

. Remember Adam’s faU ; 

How he^hath condemn’d all 
In Hell perpetual 

There for to dwell. 

Remember God’s goodnessc, 

O thotf Man : • 

Remember God’s goodnesse. 

His promise niade. 

Remember God’s gjbodnesse ; • 

He sent His Son sinlesse 
Our £ls for to redress ; ^ 

Be not a^pdd ! 

In Bethlehem He was born, 

O thou Man : 

In Bethlehem He was bom, 
fbr mankind’s sake. 

J3 
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In Bethlehem was born, 

Christmas-day i’ the morn : 

Our Saviour thought no scorn 
Our faults to take. 

Give thanks to God alway,* 

O thou Man : • 

Give thanks to God alway 
With heart-most ^oy. , 

Give thanks to God alway 
On this our joyful day : 

Let all men sing and say^ 

^ Holy, Holy * • 

Having concluded the last note, they listened for 
a minute or two, but found that no sound issued 
fn>m the schoolhoilse. 

* Four breaths, and then, “*0, what unbound^ 
goodness 1 ” number fifty-nine,* said William. 

This was duly gone through, and no notice wha^^ 
ever secerned to be taken of the performance. 

* Good guide us, surely *tisn^; a* empty house, as 
befell us in the year thirty-nine and forty-three ! * said 
*old Dewy. 

‘ Porhaps she*sjist come from some musical city, * 
and snaers at our doings ? * the tranter whispejed. 

* *Od rabbit ^er ! * said Mr, Penny, with an anni- 

h^ating Iqok^at a corner of the school chimney, ‘ I 
don*<r .quite stomach her, if this is it. Your plain* 
music well done is*as worthy as your otlller sortrdone 
bad, a* b*lieve, souls ; so say I.* • • 

• * Four bfisathfi, and then the last,* said the ldhd|r 

authoritatively. * “ Rejoice, ye Tenants of the 
Earth,** number sixty-four.’ 
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At the dose, waiting yet another minute, he 
*said in a dear loud voice, as he had said in the 
village at that hour and season for the previous 
forty years— 

“A merry diristmas to ye ! ’ 
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THE LISTENERS 

V 

W HEN the expectant stillness consequent upon the 
exclamation Had nearly died out of them all, an increas- 
ing light made itself visible in ohe of the windows »f 
the upper floor. * It cagie so close to the blind that 
the exact position of the flame could be perceived 
from the outside. Remaining steady for an instant, 
the bliifd went upward from bfcfore it, revealing to 
thirty concentrated eyes a young girl, framed as a 
‘picture by the window architrave, and unconsciously 
illuminating hex cqimtenance to a vivid brightness by < 
a candle she held in her left liand, close to her face, 
hef right hand being extended to the side of the win- 
dow. Shq.w&s wrappe'd in a white robe of some kind, 
whikfc^down her shoulders fell a twining profusion of 
marvellously rich hair, in a wild disorder whicji^prof 
claimed it to be only during the invisible hours^f the 
#nigh^that .^ch*a condition was discoverable, «Her 
bright eyes were looking into the grey world outsi&e 
with an uncertain expression, escillacing between 
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courage and shyness, which, as she recognized the 
sfemicircular group of dark forms gathered before her, 
transformed itself into pleasant resolution. 

Opening the window, she said lightly and warmly — 
‘ Thank you,%ingers, thank you 1 ^ 

Together went tRe window quickly and quietly, 
and the •blind started downward on its return to its 
place. Her fair fore*liead and eyes vanished ; her 
little mouth ; her neck and shoulders ; *all of her. 
Then the spot of* candlelight shone nebulously as 
before ; then it moved spway. * 

‘ How pretty ! * exclaimed Dick Dewy. 

‘ If she’d been rale wexwork she couldn’t ha’ been 
comelier,’ said Michael Mail. • ► • » 

As near a thing *10 a spiritual vision as Qver I 
wish to see 1 ’ said tranter De^. • 

‘ O, sich I never, hever see 1 ’ said Leaf fervently. 
*A11 the rest, after clearing thw throats *and ad- 
justing their hats, agreed that such a sight wa^ worth 
singing for. 

‘ Now to Farmer Shiner’s, and then replenish our 
insides, father ? ’ said the tranter. ^ * • 

‘ Wi’ all my heart,’ said old William, shouldering 
his bals-viol. 

Farmer Shiner’s was a qu^r lumplof^ hous^ 
standing at the corner of a lane that .ran int 9 Vhe 
pjincipal thoioughfare. The upper windows were 
much ^der than they were high, and this feature, 
together with a broad bay-window where the door 
mi^ht have been expected, gave it by day the aspect 
of a human countenance turned askance, and wearing 
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a sly and wicked leer. To-*night nothing was visible 
but the outline of the roof upon the sky. ‘ 

The front of this building was reached, and^the 
preliminaries arranged as usual. 

‘ Four breaths, and number thirly-two, “ Behold 
the Morning Star,” ’ said old William. 

They had reached the end of the secoitd verse, 
and the fiddlers were doing tlie up* bow-stroke pre- 
viou^y to’ pouring forth the opening chord of thC 
third verse, when, without a light appearing or any 
signal being given, a roaring voice exclaimed — 

* Shut up, woll ^ee 1 Don’t make your blaring row 
here I A feller wi’ a headache enough to split his 
s^cull likes a* quiet* night ! ’ 

Slam went the window. * # 

‘ Hullo, thaf s a’ ygly blow for we I ’ said the 
tranter, in a keenly appreciative voice, and turning 
to his^ companions^ • 

‘ Fihish the carrel, all who be friends of harmony ! ’ 
commanded old William ; and they continued to 
the end. 

* Eour * breatljs, and number nineteen 1 ’ said 

William firmly. * Give it him well ; the quire can’t be 
iitsulted in thi^ manner I ’ * 

^ A ligtt how flashed into existence, the window 
oprf^d, and •the farmer stood revealed as one in a 
terrific passion. * • * ^ 

‘Drown en 1 — drown eii ! ’ the Jranter cried, ^ddling 
frantically? ‘ Piay fortissimy, and drown his spajeing I ’ 

‘ Fortissimy 1 ’ said Michael Mail, and the mflsic 
and singing waxed so loud that»it wars impossible to 
^8 
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know what Mr. Shiner had said, was saying, or was 
about to say ; but wildly flinging his arms and body 
about iji the forms of capital Xs and Ys, he appeared 
to utter enough^invectives to consign the whole parish 
to perdition. ,, 

‘ Very onseemly — ^very ! ’ said old William, as they 
retired. * Nev^ suc^ a dreadful scene in the whole 
round o* my carrel practice — never I ^ And^ he a 
churchwarden ! ’ 

* Only a drap o\drink got into his head,’ said the 
tranter. ‘ Man’s well enough when he’s in his reli- 
gious frame. He’s in his worldly frame now. Must 
ask en to our bit of a party to-morrow jiight, I sup- 
pose, and so put en injiumour again. We bear no 
nrADrtal man ill-will.’ , 

They now crossed Mellstock Bridge, and went 
alpng an embowered path beside the Froon; towards 
the church ahd vicarage, meeting Voss with Jhe hot 
mead and bread-and-cheese as they were approaching 
the churchyard. This determined them to eat and , 
drink before proceeding further, and they entered the 
•church and ascended tg the gallery.* The lanterns 
were opened, and the whole body sat round &gainst 
the walls on benches and whatever felSe was avail- 
able, and made a hearty meal. In the paus^ rf 
Jonv^sation there could be heard ^through thefnoor 
overhes4id a /ittle world qf undertones and creaks 
from the halting diockwork, which never spread 
fu^fa8r than the tower they were borh in, and raised 
in the more pieditative minds a fancy that here lay 
the direct pattfway of Time. 
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Having done eating arid drinking, they again 
tuned the instruments, and once more the party 
emerged into the night air. 

* Where’s Dick ? ’ said old Dewy. 

Every man looked round up<jn every other man, 
as if Dick might have been transmuted into one or 
the other ; and then they said t^iey didn’t know. 

‘ Well i\ow, that's what I call very nasty of Master 
Dicky, that I do,’ said Michael Mail. 

* He’ve cli^nked off homc-aloijg, depend upon’t,’ 
another suggested, though not quite believing that 
he had. 

‘ Dick I ’ exclaimed the tranter, and his voice rolled 
sonorously forth among the yews. 

Hd suspended his muscles rigid as stone whilst 
listening for an answer, and fipding he listened in 
vain, tuiyied to the assemblage. , , 

* T4je treble maA too ! Now, if he’d been a tenor 
or counter chap, we might ha’ contrived the rest 
o’t without en, you see. But for a quire to lose 
the treble,, why, my sonnies, you may so well lose 
your ! . . The tranter pa,used, unable to mention* 
an imdge vast enough for the occasion. ^ 

‘ You® head at onde/ suggested Mr. Penny. 

4 'Jhe tranter moved a pace, as if it were puerile of 
pe(^e to coihplete sentences when there were.morfe 
pressing things to be don^. 

* Was ever heard such a thing as a young man 
lea^^g his wdrk half done and turning tail ]|}ke 
this ! ’ 

* Never,’ replied Bowman, in & ton^signifying that 
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he the last man in the world to wish to withhold 
the formal finish required of him. 

‘ I hope no fatal tragedy has overtook the lad ! ' 
said his grandfather. 

‘ O no/ replied tranter Dewy placidly. ‘ Wonder 
where he*s put that there fiddle of his. Why that 
fiddle cpst thirty shillings, and good words besides. 
Somewhere in the dafnp, without doubt ; that instru- 
ment will be unglued and spoilt in ten* minutes — 
ten ! ay, two.* » 

‘ What in the ilamq* o* righteousness can have 
happened ? * said old William, more uneasily. ‘ Per- 
haps he*s drownded 1 * 

Leaving their lanterns and instruments in the 
belfry they retraced iheir steps along the waterside 
track. * A strapping lad like Dick dlknow better than 
let anything happen onawares,* Reuben remarked. 
‘•There*s sure to be some poor little scram reason for*t 
staring us in the fage all the while.* He lowered 
his voice to a mysterious tone : * Neighbours, have ye 
noticed any sign of a scornful woman in his head, or ‘ 
^suchlike ? * • ^ 

‘ Not a glimmer of stfch a body.* fle*s as clear as 
water^yet,* • , , • 

‘ And Dicky said he should never inaAy,* cried 
Jimmy, ‘ but live at home always along wi* mq^hA’ 
and we I ’ ^ • • * 

* * Ay^ ay, my sonny ; ^ery lad has said that in 
his tiirfe.* * , • • 

•They had now again reached the precincts of Mr. 
Shiner's, but jjiearing nobody in that direction, one 
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or two went across to the schoolhouse. A light* was 
still burning in the bedroom, and though the blind 
was down, the window had been slightly opened, as 
if to admit the distant notes of the carollers to the 
ears of the occupant of the room. , 

Opposite the window, leaning* motionless against 
a beech tree, was the lost man, his arms folded, his 
head thrown back, his eyes fixedupon the illuminated 
latticQ «' 

* Why, Dick, is that thee ? Wha<. b'st doing here ? ' 

Dick’s body instantly f.ejv into a more rational 

attitude, and his head was seen to turn east and west 

in the gloom, as if endeavouring to discern some 

pj-oper answer to that question ; and at last he said 

in rather feeble accents — 

< 1 . 

‘ Nothing, father.’ 

* Th’st take long enough time about it then, upon 
my body,’ said the tranter, as they all turned aneiV 
towardc the vicarage. 

‘ I thought you hadn’t done having snap in the 
' gallery,’ said Dick. 

* Why, we’ve been traypsing and rambling about, ^ 

looking everywhere, and thinking you’d done fifty 
deathly things, and here have you been at nothing 
at all ! ’ ^ ‘ ! 

• ‘^tThe stupidness lies in that point of it being 
nothing at all,’ murmured Mr. S^inks.^ • 

The vicarage front was their next field of operation, 

^ and^Mr. M^ybold, the lately-arrSred incumbent^ duly 
received his share of the night’s harmonies. It was 
hoped that by reason of his profession Jbe would have 
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been led to open the wiqdow, and an extra carol in 
cfuick time was added to draw him forth. But Mr. 
Maybold made no stir. 

* A bad sign ! ’ said old William, shaking his head. 

However, at lhat same instant a musical voice was 

heard exclaiming frbm inner depths of bedclothes — 

‘ Thanks, villagers I ^ 

* What did Me say ? ’ asked Bowman, who was 
lather dull of hearing. Bowman's voice, Hbing there- 
fore loud, had been heard by the vicar within. 

‘ I said, “ Thants, villagers 1 " ' cfied the vicar 
again. 

‘ Oh, we didn't hear 'ee the first time ! ' cried 
Bowman. . . • ^ 

Now don't for heaven's sake spoil the young 
man's temper by answering^ like fliat I ' said the 
tranter. 

* You wojj't do that, my friends 1 ' the vicar 
shouted. • • 

‘ Well to be sure, what ears ! ' said Mr. Penny in 
a whisper. * Beats any horse or dog in the parish, 
^d depend upon't, that's a sign he's a prbper plever 
thap.’ * , 

‘ Wfe shall see that in time,'<^aid thpjtranter. • 

Old William, in his gratitude for such«th^nks from 
a comparatively new inhabitant, was anxious to^f^ay 
all thd tunes ewer again ; but renounced his desire on 
being reminded by Reuben that it would be best to 
leave^well alone. 

* Now putting two and two together,' the tranter 
continued, as tjiey went their way over the hill, and 
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across to the last remaining houses ; * that is, m the 
form of that young female vision we zeed just now, 
and this young tenor-voiced parson, my belief is 
she’ll wind en round her finger, and twist the pore 
young feller about like the figure of 8 — ^that she will 
so, my sonnies.’ ^ 
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CHRISTMAS MORNING 
VI 

The choir at last reached their beds, and slept like 
the rest of the parish. Dick^s sli^mberj, through the 
three or four hours remaining for rest, were disturbed 
and slight ; an exhaustive variation pon the incidents 
that had passed tlftit night in connection with the 
'sthool-windgw going on in his Sprain every moment 
of the time. » • * 

In the morning, do what he would — go upstairs, 
downstairs, out of doors, speak of the wind and* 

, weather, or what not — he could not refrain ffom an , 
unceasing renewal, in idiagination, of that interesting 
enacftnent. Tilted on the edge of oije^ foot he st«od 
beside the fireplace, watching his msther grilling 
washers ; but there was nothing in grilling, he tho^g&t, 
unless the Vision* grilled. The -limp rasher hung 
iown between the bars of the gridiron like a cat in 
a chad’s arms ; but there was nojhingi in siiules,^ 
unless She uttered them. He looked at the daylight 
shadows of a^yelloyr hue, dancing with the firelight 
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shadows in blue on the whitewashed chimney coiner, 
but there was nothing in shadows. * Perhaps th® 
new young worn — sch — Miss Fancy Day will sing 
in church with us this morning,' he said. 

The tranter looked a long time b«fore he replied, 

* I fancy she will ; and yet I faiA;y she won't.' 

Dick implied that such a remark was rather to 
be tolerated than admired ; thohgh deliberateness in 
speech waif known to have, as a rule, more to do 
with the machinery of the tranter's throat than with 
the matter enunciated. » * 

They made preparations for going to church as 
usual ; Dick with extreme alacrity, though he would 
n€»t definitely conuider why he was so religious. 
His wpnderful nicety in brushing and cleaning his 
best light boots had features which elevated it to the 
rank of an art. Every particle and speck of last 
week's nfud was sej-aped and brushed from toe arid 
heel ; *new blacking from the packet was carefully 
mixed and made use of, regardless of expense. A 
•coat was laid on and polished ; then another coat for 
» increased blackness ; and lastly a third, to give the^ 
perfect ^and mirror-like jet vriiich the hoped-for ren- 
counter demapjled. , 

It being Oiristmas^day, the tranter prepared him- 
self /nth Sunday particularity. Loud sousing and 
snorting noises were heard to proceed from a ttib in 
the back quarters of the dwelling, proclaimifig that 
f he was there per/orming his great Sunday wasfej^ last- 
ing half-an-hour, to which his washings on workiilg- 
day mornings were mere flashes in^he p^. Vanishing 
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into^flie outhouse with a large brown towel, and the 
above-named bubblings and snortings being carried 
on for about twenty minutes, the tranter would appear 
round the edge of the door, smelling like a summer 
fog, and looking as if he had just narrowly escaped 
a watery grave witl# the loss of much of his clothes, 
having since been weeping bitterly till his eyes were 
red ; a crystal d/op ol water hanging ornamentally at 
the bottom of each ear, one at the tip clf his»nose, 
and others in the form of spangles about his hair. 

After a great deM oiQ*crunching up6n the sanded 
stone floor by the feet of father, son, and grandson 
as they moved to and fro in these preparations, the 
bass-viol and fiddles were taken* from* their nook, 
and the strings examined and screwed a little^above 
concert-pitch, that they might keep»their tone when 
the service began, to obviate the awkward contin- 
gency of havmg to retune them ^at the back of the 
gallery during a cough, sneeze, or amen — an? incon- 
venience which had been known to arise in damp 
wintry weather. 

« The three left the door and paced down.Mell- 
stock-lane and across the cwe-lease, bearing^ under 
their arms the instruments in f^ded gree^n-baize bags, 
and old brown music-books in their hanSs ; Dick 
<;ontinually finding himself in advance of the c^hfr 
two, nnd the, tranfer moving on ^with toes turned 
outwarSs to an enormous fcgle. 

At^fkie foot of an incline the churc^ became vi|ible 
thtough the north gate, or ‘ church hatch,' as it was 
*^call‘ed here, ^evei^ agile figures in a clump were 
47 . 



UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE 

G 

observable beyond, which proved to be the chohsters 
waiting ; sitting on an altar-tomb to pass the time, 
and letting their heels dangle against it. The musi- 
cians being now in sight, the youthful party scampered 
off and rattled up the old wooden sts^'rs of the gallery 
like a regiment of cavalry ; tlfc other boys of the 
parish waiting outside and observing birds, eats, and 
other creatures till the vicar enleredv when they sud- 
dcnl)« subsided into sober church-goers, and passed 
down the aisle with echoing heels ^ 

The gallery of Mellstock*Chutch had a status and 
sentiment of its own. A stranger there was regarded 
with a feeling altogether differing from that of the 
QongregatioR below towards him. Banished from 
the nave as an intruder whom no originality could 
make interesting, he was received above as a curiosity 
that no unfitness could render dull. The gallery, 
too, looked down upon and knew the^ habits of the 
nave ta its remotest peculiarity,^and had an extensive 
stock of exclusive information about it ; whilst the 
nave knew nothing of the gallery folk, as gallery 
folk, beyond their loud-sounding minims and ches^; 
notes. ^ Such topics as thaft the clerk was always 
chewing tobacco except at the moment of crying 
amen ; t‘hai he had«a dust-hole in his pew ; that 
du^g tlie sermon certain young daughters of tb/s 
\'illage had left off caring to reacf anytlyng so mild as 
the marriage service for sdhie years, and now ifjgular\y 
stuc^ed throne which chronologically follows ft j that 
a pair of lovers touched fingers through a knot-bole 
between their pews in the mani^r ordained by their 
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great exemplars, Pyramus and Thisbe ; that Mrs. 
Cedlow, the farmer’s wife, counted her money and 
reckoned her week’s marketing expenses during the 
first lesson — all news to those below — were stale 
subjects here. * ^ 

Old William sat in the centre of the front row, 
his violoWello betwecyi his knees and two singers on 
each hand. Behind him, on the left, came the treble 
singers and Dick ; and on the right the tranter and 
the tenors. Fartli^r beck was old I^ail with the 
altos and supernumeraries. 

But before they had taken their places, and whilst 
they were standing in a circle at the back of the 
gallery practising a psalm or two, Dick cast his ey& 
over his grandfather’s* shoulder, and saw the visrion of 
the past night enter^the porch-door as methodically 
a^i^if she had never been a vision at all. ^ A new 
atmosphere sfcemed suddenly to "be puffed into the 
ancient edifice by her*movement, which made Dick’s 
body and soul tingle with novel sensations . Directed 
by Shiner, the churchwarden, she proceeded to the 
^mall aisle on the north side of the ehancel, a spot 
now allotted to a throng of Sunday-school giris, and 
distinctly visible from the gal!ery-frdntt by looking 
under the curve of the furthermost arch on 4hat sidg, 
• Before this momgnt the church had* seemed Am- 
parativ^y em{>ty — now it vj^s thron*ged ; and as Miss 
Fancy #ose from hir knees and looked around her 
for a ^lermanent place in which to deposit hersflf — 
finally choosing the remotest comer — Dick began to 
breathe more •freely the warm new air she had 
» 4 ^ 
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brought with her ; to feel lushings of blood, and to 
'have impressions that there was a tie between her 
and himself visible to all the congregation. ^ « 

Ever afterwards the young man could recollect 
individually each part of the service of that bright 
Christmas morning, and the trifling occurrences 
which took place as its minutes slowly drew along ; 
the duties of that day dividing themselves by a 
comp*lete hue from the services of other times. Tfie 
tunes they that morning esf ayeej remained with him 
for years, apart from all otliers ; also the text ; also 
the appearance of the layer of dust upon the capitals 
of the piers ; that the holly-bough in the chancel 
Achway was hung a little out of the centre — all the 
ideas ‘ in short, that creep into *the mind when reason 
is only exercising its lowest activity through the eye. 

By chance or by fate, another young man wJ:^o 
attended Mellstock Church on that Chvistmas morn- 
ing had towards the end of 'the service the same 
instinctive perception of an interesting presence, in 
the shape^of the same bright maiden, though his 
emotion reachedta far less^ developed stage. And 
there was this difference, too, that the person in 
question fwas fcurpristd at his condition, and sedu- 
Ipusly endeSvoured to reduce himself to his normal 
stal)^ of mind. He was the ^young vicar^ Mf. 
Maybold. 

The music on Christmas mowiings was frequently 
beldW the 'standard of church-performances at* other 
times. The boys were sleepy from the heavy exer- 
tions of the night ; the men wdre slightly wearied ; 
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and now, in addition to these constant reasons, there 
was a dampness in the atmosphere that still further 
aggravated the evil. Their strings, from the recent 
long exposure to the night air, rose whole semitones, 
and snapped wJth a loud twang at the most silent 
moment ; which necessitated more retiring than ever 
to the back of the gallery, and made the gallery 
throats quite husky with the quantity of couching 
and hemming required for tuning in. The vicar 
looked cross. * , t , 

When the singing was in progress there was 
suddenly discovered to be a strong and shrill rein- 
forcement from some point, ultimately ^found to be 
the school-girls’ aisle. At every attempt it gre^ 
bolder and more dikinct. At the third tiftie of 
singing, these intrusive feminine voices were as 
njighty as those of the regular singers ; in fact, the 
flood of sound from this quartef assumed such an 
individuality, that it Had a time, a key, almost a tune 
of its own, surging upwards when the gallery plunged 
downwards, and the reverse. 

* Now this had never Jiappened before withfh the 
memory of man. The girls, like the rest of the con- 
gregation, had always been hflmble &Ad respectful 
followers of the gallery ; singing at sixes and severe 
if without gallery lefuders ; never interfering withVhe 
oudinanqes of "these practised artists — having no will, 
union, power, or proclivity except it was given them 
from tile established choir enthroned fibove them. 

X good deal of desperation became noticeable 
in the gallery throats and strings, which continued 
. Si» 
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throughout the musical portion of the service. 
Directly the fiddles were laid down, Mr. Penny ’'s 
spectacles put in their sheath, and the text had been 
given out, an indignant whispering began. 

‘ Did ye hear that, souls ? * Mr. Penny said, in a 
groaning breath, 

* Brazen-faced hussies I ’ saifl Bowman. 

‘ True ; . why, they were every note as loud as we, 
fiddles and all, if not louder ! ^ 

‘ Fiddles and all ! ’ echoed Bowman bitterly. 

* Shall anything saucier be found than united 
'ooman ? ' Mr. Spinks murmured. 

‘ What I want to know is,* said the tranter (as if 
ife knew already, but that civilization required the 
form bf words), ^ * what business people have to tell 
maidens to sing like that when they don*t sit in a 
gallery, and never have entered one in their live^^? 
That*s^the questioii, my sonnies.* * 

* *Tis the gallery have got to sing, all the world 
knows,* said Mr. Penny. * Why, souls, what*s the 
use o* th^ ancients spending scores of pounds to 
build "galleries^'if people dovjn in the lowest depths Oi 
the chlirch sing like that at a moment's notice ? * 

‘ Realty, T think We useless ones had better march 
cut of diufch, fiddles and all 1 ’ said Mr. Spinks, 
witiwi laugh which, to a stranger^ would have soundeti 
mild and real. Only th^ initiated befily of men he 
addressed could understand the horrible bitterness 
of irony ttat Rirked under the quiet words ‘ aseless 
ones,’ and the ghastliness of the laughter apparently 
so natural. 
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* Never mind 1 Let ’em sing too — ’twill make it 
all the louder — hee, hee I * said Leaf. 

‘ Thomas Leaf, Thomas Leaf ! Where have you 
lived all your life ? ’ said grandfather William sternly. 

The quailing j^eaf tried to look as if he had lived 
nowhere at all. 

‘ When all’s said and done, my sonnies,’ Reuben 
said, ‘ there’d have been no real harm in their singing 
if they had let nobody hear ’em, and only jined in 
now and then.’ * , > 

* None at all,’ said Mr. Penny. ‘ But though I 

don’t wish to accuse people wrongfully, I’d say before 
my lord judge that I could hear every note o’ that 
last psalm come from ’em as much as from us — every’ 
note as if ’twas their own.’ > 

* Know it 1 ah, I should think I did know it 1 ’ 
Mf: Spinks was heard to observe at this moment, 
without reference to his fellow players — shaking his 
head at some idea he*seemed to see floating before 
him, and smiling as if he were attending a funeral at 
the time. ‘ Ah, do I or don’t I know it 1 ’ 

^ No one said ‘ Know what ? ’ because all •were 
aware from experience that what he knew would 
declare itself in process of time. 

‘ I could fancy last night that we should hswe some^ 
trbuble wi’ that youqg man,’ said the tiUnter, p^d- 
ing the^ continuance of Spii^s’s speech, and looking 
towards>the unconscious Mr. Maybold in the pulpit. 

* / fancy,’ said old William, rather seVerely, I 
' fanc^ there’s too much whispering going on to be of 

any spiritual usd to gentle or simple.* Then folding 
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his Ups and concentrating his glance on the vicar, 
he implied that none but the ignorant would speak 
again ; and accordingly there was silence ii> the 
gallery, Mr. Spinks's telling speech remaining for 
ever unspoken. 

Dick had said nothing, and the tranter little, on 
this episode of the morning ; for Mrs. Dewy at break- 
fast expressed it as her intention to invite the youth- 
ful leader of the culprits to the small party it was 
customary with them to have qn* Christmas night — 
a piece of knowledge which had given a particular 
brightness to Dick's reflections since he had received 
it. And in the tranter's slightly-cynical nature, 
party feeling was weaker than in the other members 
of the choir, though friendliness and faithful partner- 
ship still sustained in. him a hearty earnestness on 
their account. , , 



THE TRANTER’S PARTY 


THE TRANTERS PAJ^TY 
VII 

During the afternoon unusual ^activity was seen 
to prevail about the precincts of tranter Dewy^^ 
house. The flagstone^ floor was swejgt of dust* and 
a sprinkling of the .finest yellow sand from the 
inti^rmost stratum of the adjoining sand-pit lightly 
scattered thei^upon. Then were? produced , . large 
knives and forks, which had been shrouded in 
darkness and grease since the last occasion of 
the kind, and bearing upon their sides, ‘ Sl)ear-steel, 
vferranted,’ in such empjiatic letters ^f assurance, 
that the warranter’s name was not required as 
further proof, and not given. The k^/was left in 
the tap of the cider-barrel, instead of being* carried* 
in* a pocket. And fyially the tranter Had to sti^d 
up* in th<j rooiii and let hij wife wheel him round 
like* a turnstile, to set if anything discreditable was 
visible *in his appearance. 

* Stand still till I’ve been for the scissors,’ said 
Mrs, Dewy. 
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The tranter stood as »till as a sentinel at the 
challenge. 

The only repairs necessary were a trimming of 
one or two whiskers that had extended beyond the 
general contour of the mass ; a lifte trimming of a 
slightly-frayed edge visible on his shirt-collar ; and a 
final tug at a grey hair — to ^1 of which operations 
he submitted in resigned silence, except the last, , 
which produced a mild ‘ Come, come, Ann,’ by way 
of expostula^on. • « 

* Really, Reuben, ’tis quite a disgrace to see such 

a man,’ said Mrs. Dewy, with the severity justifiable 
in a long-tried companion, giving him another turn 
l-ound, and picking several of Smiler’s hairs from the 
shoufder of his coat. Reuben’s thoughts seemed 
engaged elsewhere, aixi he yawped. ‘ And the collar 
of youF coat is a shame to behold — so plastered lyith 
dirt, pj dust, or grease, or something. Why, wherever 
could you have got it ? ’ * 

* ’Tis my warm nater in summer-time, I suppose. 

I always, did get in such a heat when I bustle 
about.’ * * tr * 

‘ Ay, the Dewys always were such a coarse-skinned 
/amily. • Thief e’s yofir brother Bob just as bad — as * 
/at as » porpoise — ^wi’ his low, mean, “ How’st do, 
AAi ? ” whenever he meets mQ. I’d “ How’st do* ” 
him indeed I If the sujl only shine/ out j. minute, 
there be you all streaming in the face— «1 never 
see ! 

‘ If I be bot week-days, I must be hot Sundays.’ 

^ If any of the girls should turn filer tbeir falbet 
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'twill be a bad look-out fipr 'em, poor things I None 
o# my family were sich vulgar sweaters, not one of 
'em^ But, Lord-a-mercy, the Dewys I I don't know 
how ever I cam* into such a family ! * 

‘ Your woman's weakness when I asked ye to jine 
us. That's how it ^as I suppose.' But the tranter 
appeared to have heard some such words from his 
wife before, and hence his answer had not the energy 
it* might have shown if the inquiry hadT pos'Sessed 
the charm of novchy. , 

‘ You never did look*so well in a pair o' trousers 
as in them,' she continued in the same unimpassioned 
voice, so that the unfriendly criticism of the Dewy 
family seemed to have been more fionnal than spoij- 
taijeous. * Such a cheap pair as 'twas too. As big 
as any man could wish to have^ and fined inside, and 
double-lined in the lower parts, and an extra piece of 
stififening at the bottom. And 'tis a nice high cut 
that comes up right under your armpits, and “there's 
enough turned down inside the seams to make half 
a pair more, besides a piece of cloth left that will 
nake an honest waistcoat — all by iny. contriving in 
buying the stuff at a bargain, and having it made up 
under my eye. It only shows what may be^done by 
taking a little trouble, and not 'going stAight to the 
rascally tailors.’ • Jk 

.. Thi discouf se was cut short by tHe sudden appear- 
of^ Charley on tjie scene, with a face and hands 
of hideous blackness, and a nose like a*guttefing 
canClle. Why, on that particularly deanly afternoon, 
he should hav% disoovered that the chimney-crook 
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and chain from which th^ hams were suspended 
should have possessed more merits and general 
interest as playthings than any other articles in the 
house, is a question for nursing mothers to decide. 
However, the humour seemed to^lie in the result 
being, as has been seen, that a^iy given player with 
these articles was in the long-run daubed with soot. 
The last that was seen of Charley by daylight after 
this |Sece of ingenuity was when in the act of vanish- 
ing from his father’s prespnee r6und the corner of 
the house — ^looking back oter fiis shoulder with an 
expression of great sin on his face, like Cain as the 
Outcast in Bible pictures. 

• 

The guests had all assemWed, and the trantpr’s 
party had reaefied th^t degree of development which 
accords with ten o’clock p.m. in* rural assemblies. At 
that hour the souod of a fiddle in process of tuning 
was heard from the inner pantry. 

‘ That’s Dick,’ said the tranter. * That lad’s crazy 
for a hg.’ 

‘ Dick *] I cannot — really, I cannot ha\i? 

any dancing at all till Chrislmas-day is out,’ said old 
William, emphatically. ‘When the clock ha’ done 
striking ^twtflve, dande as much as ye like,’ 

I^Well, I« must say there’s reason in that, 
William,’ said Mrs. Penny. ‘ If y«u do have, a 
party on Christmas-night, ’tis ^y fair an5 ^longyr- 
abHj to the sky-folk to have it a sit-still , party. 
Jigging parties be all very well on the Detail’s 
holidays ; but a jigging party looks auspicious now. 
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O yes ; stop till the clopk strikes, young folk — so 
say I.’ 

It happened that some warm mead accidentally 
got into *Mr. Spinkses head about this time. 

‘ Dancing,’ he said, * is a most strengthening, 
livening, and courtiilg movement, ’specially with a 
little beverage added I And dancing is good. But 
why disturb what* is ordained, Richard and Reuben, 
and the company zhinerally ? Why, I ask, Ss far 
as that do go ? ’ • ^ 

* Then nothing till after twelve,’ said William. 

Though Reuben and his wife ruled on social 
points, religious questions were mostly disposed of 
by the old man, whose firmness oh this* head quit^ 
coiyiterbalanced a certain weakness in his handling 
of domestic matters. The hopes dF the younger 
members of the household were therefore relegated 
to *a distance, of one hour and , three-quarters — a 
result that took visibk shape in them by a remote 
and listless look about the eyes — the singing of 
songs being permitted in the interim. 

« At five minutes to twelve the ^oft tuning, was 
again heard in the back quarters ; and when at 
length the clock had whizzed fprth tbedasj stroke?, 
Dick appeared ready primed, dnd the instruments 
wdre boldly handled ; old William very readily talypg 
the ba^-viol from its accustomed n^il, and touching 
th^^trinjg^ as irreligiously as could be desired. 

The. country-dance called the ‘.Triumph, •or 
Follbw my Lover,’ was the figure with which they 
opened. The tranter took for his nartner Mrs. 
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Penny, and Mrs. Dewy w^s chosen by Mr. Penny, 
who made so * much of his limited height by a 
judicious carriage of the head, straightening of the 
back, and important flashes of his spectacle-glasses, 
that he seemed almost as tall as «he tranter. Mr. 
Shiner, age about thirty-five,* farmer and church- 
warden, a character principally composed t)f a crim- 
son stare, vigorous breath, and a Vatch-chain, with 
a mdiith flanging on a dark smile but never smilihg, * 
had come quite willingly, to the* party, and showed 
a wondrous obliviousness ’^of all his antics on the 
previous night. But the comely, slender, prettily- 
dressed prize Fancy Day fell to Dick^s lot, in spite 
•of some private machinations of the farmer, for the 
reason that Mr. Shiner, as a Tricher man, had shpwn 
too much assulance ip asking the favour, whilst Dick 
had been duly courteous. 

^ • t 

We gain a good view of our heroine as she 
advances to her place in <he ladies^ line. She 
belonged to the taller division of middle height. 
Flexibility was her first characteristic, by which she 
appeared to .enjoy the most easeful rest when she 
was in gliding motion. Aer dark eyes — arched by 
brows of so«l«een, stender, and soft a curve, that they*- 
^ resembled •hothing so much as two slurs in music — 
shewed primarily a bright sparkle each. This was 
softened by a Frequent thoughtfulness, ^ef no^j so 
frequent as to do away, for m^e than a fei;\j miijwtes 
at*’ a time, wkh a certain coquettishness ; which in 
its turn was never so decided as to banish horfesty.* 
Her lips imitated her brows in theif clearly-cut out- 
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line and softness of be^d ; and her nose was well 
shaped — ^which is saying a great deal, when it is 
remembered that there are a hundred pretty mouths 
and eyes for one pretty nose. Add to this, plentiful 
knots of dark-l#rown hair, a gauzy dress of white, 
with blue facings ; * and the slightest idea may be 
gained of the youn^ maiden who showed, amidst 
the rest of the flancmg-ladies, like a flower among 
'vegetables. And so the dance proceeded? Mr, 
Shiner, according' to th^ interesting rule laid down, 
deserted his own partner, and made off down the 
middle with this fair one of Dick^s — the pair appear- 
ing from the top of the room like two persons 
tripping down a lane to be marned. *Dick trotted 
bqjiind with what was intended to be a look of 
composure, but which was, in fact, S, rather silly ex- 
pression of feature — ^implying, with too much earnest- 
ness, that sucih an elopement coujd not be tolerated. 
Then they turned and came back, when DiA grew 
more rigid around his mouth, and blushed with in- 
genuous ardour as he joined hands with the rival 
Vid formed the arch over his lady's, heii ; Jwhich 
presumably gave the figure its name ; relinquishing 
her again at setting to partners, when Shinef's 
new chain quivered in every lihk, and fdl Jhe loose 
flesh upon the tranter — ^who here came into aj|tion 
ailfain— shook»like jelly. Mrs. Peilny, being always 
r^itjier ^concerned foj; her personal safety when she 
danced with the tranter, fixed her face to^ a chrhnic 
smfle of timidity the whole time it lasted — a peculiarity 
which filled her features with wrinkles, and reduced 
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her eyes to little straight Ijjies like hyphens, as she 
jigged up and down opposite him ; repeating in her 
own person not only his proper movements, but^also 
the minor flourishes which the richness of the Iranter’s 


imagination led him to introduce from time to time — 
an imitation which had about it*something of slavish 
obedience, not unmixed with fear. 

The ear-rings of the ladies now'flung themselves 
wildl>^ about, turning violent summersaults, banging 
this way and that, and then swinging quietly against 
the ears sustaining them. Mrs. Grumpier — a heavy 
woman, who, for some reason which nobody ever 
thought worth inquiry, danced in a clean apron — 
moved so sihoothly through the figure that her feet 
Were never seen ; conveying ta imaginative minds,the 
idea that she rcftled on castors. 

Minute after minute glidecl by, and the party 
reached the period when ladies^ back-Jiair begins to 
look forgotten and dissipated*; when a perceptible 
dampness makes itself apparent upon the faces even 
of delicate girls — a ghastly dew having for some time 
rained from tlje features of their masculine partnersi*; 
when skirts begin to be tom out of their gathers ; 
When elderly •people^ who have stood up to please 
their juijionf, begin Vo feel sundry small tremblings 
in ^e region^ of the knees, and to wish the intermin- 
able dance was aV Jericho ; when (at country 'parses 
of the thorough sort) waistcoats bf gin to be untutto^gd, 
and when»the fiddlers’ chairs have been wriggjed, by 
the frantic bowing of their occupiers, to a distandb of ‘ 
about two feet from where they* originally stood. 
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Fancy was dancing wUh Mr. Shiner. Dick knew 
tl/at Fancy, by the law of good manners, was bound 
to 4ance as pleasantly with one partner as with 
another*; yet he could not help suggesting to himself 
that she need ncW have put quite so much spirit into 
her steps, nor smiJecf quite so frequently whilst in the 
farmer’s fiands. 

* I’m afraid ybu didn’t cast off,’ said Dick mildly 
to* Mr. Shiner, before the latter man’s watch-chain 
had done vibrating from/i recent whirL 

Fancy made a motidn of accepting the correc- 
tion ; but her partner took no notice, and proceeded 
with the next movement, with an affectionate bend 
towards her. 

,* That Shiner’s tod fond of her,’ the young man 
said to himself as he watched.them.^ They came to 
the top again. Fancy smiling warmly towards her 
partner, and went to their places. • 

‘ Mr. Shiner, you didn’t cast off,’ said Dfck, for 
want of something else to demolish him with ; cast- 
ing off himself, and being put out at the farmer’s 
ifregularity. 

‘ Perhaps I sha’n’t cast off for any man,’ said Mr. 
Shiner. 

* I think you ought to, sir.’ 

* Dick’s partner, a young lady of the name of I^zy 
— ^all^d Lizz for short — tried to millify. 

• 1 1 c^’t say thatil myself have much feeling for 
casting off,’ she said. 

•^Nor I,’ said Mrs. Penny, following up the argu- 
ment ; ‘ especSilly if a friend and neighbour is set 
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against it. Not but that ’tjs a terrible tasty thing in 
good hands and well done ; yes, indeed, so say I.^ 

‘ All I meant was/ said Dick, rather sorry that he 
had spoken correctingly to a guest, ‘ that *tis in the 
dance ; and a man has hardly any light to hack and 
mangle what was ordained the regular dance- 
maker, who, I daresay, got his living by making ’em, 
and thought of nothing else all his life.’ 

* I*don^ like casting oflf : then very well ; I cast 
off for no dance-maker thaj ever lived.’ 

Dick now appeared to •be doing mental arith- 
metic, the act being really an effort to present to 
himself, in an abstract form, how far an argument with 
a formidable rivalought to be carried, when that rival 
was bis mother’s guest. The • dead-lock was pu^an 
end to by the stamping arrival up the middle of the 
tranter, who, despising minutiae on principle, started 
a theme of his owji. ♦ 

* I assure you, neighbours,! he said, ‘ the heat of 

my frame no tongue can tell I ’ He looked around 
and endeavoured to give, by a forcible gaze of self- 
sympathy* soipe faint idea of the truth. » 

Mrs. Dewy formed one of the next couple. 

• ‘ Yes/ she* said, tin an auxiliary tone, ‘ Reuben 
always ly^^uch a hbt man.’ 

li^rs. Penny implied the species of sympathy that 
such a class of affliction required, by drying tb snqiile 
and to look grieved at the samj time. * ^ , , 

* If he*onl)ft walk round the garden of a Sunday 
morning, his shirt-collar is as limp as no starch at * 
all,’ continued Mrs. Dewy, her* countenance lapsing 
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parenthetically into a housewifely expression of con- 
cern at the reminiscence. 

if Come, come, you women-folk ; ’tis hands across 
— come, come 1 ’ said the tranter ; and the conversa- 
tion ceased forlhe present. 
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THEY DANCE MORE WILDLY ’ 
VIII 

Dick had^at length secured Fancy for that most 
delightful of country - dances, opening with six- 
hands^ound. ^ • 

‘ Before we begin,’ said the tranter, ‘ my proposal 
is, that ’twould be a right and proper plan for evecy 
mortal, plan in the liance to pull off his^ jacket, con- 
sidering the heat.* * 

* Such low notions as you have, Reuben ! No- 
thing but strip will go down with you when you are 
a-danclng. Siflch^ hot man^s he is ! * ^ 

‘ Well, now, look here, my sonnies,* he argued to 
his wife, ‘whom he dften addressed in the plural 
n^asculintf for economy of epithet merely ; * I don’t 
see Ikat. You dance and get hot as fire ; ^ere- 
fore you lighten your clothes. Isn’t * thajt. naturisj 
and reason for gentle and simple ? If I strip by 
*mysAf an(f not* necessary, 'tis rather pot-houSey^I 
own ; but if we stout chaps strip one and all, why, 
’tis the native manners of the cotmfiy, which no 
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man can gainsay ? Hey — what did you say, my 
sonnies ? ' 

* Strip we will ! * said the three other heavy men 
who were in the dance ; and their coats were accord- 
ingly taken ofF^ind hung in the passage, whence the 
four sufferers from heat soon reappeared, marching 
in close*column, witfj flapping shirt-sleeves, and hav- 
ing, as common to them all, a general glajice of being 
now a match for any man or dancer in England or 
Ireland. Dick, fearing* to lose groppd in Fancy’s 
good opinion, retained* his coat like the rest of the 
thinner men ; and Mr. Shiner did the same from 
superior knowledge. 

And now a further phase of revelry had disclosM 
itielf. It was the t3ne of night when a guest may 
write his name in the dust upon the tables and chairs, 
^pd a bluish mist pervades the atmosphere, becoming 
a distinct halo round the candies ; when people’s 
nostrils, wrinkles, aftd crevices in general, seem to 
be getting gradually plastered up ; when the very 
fiddlers as well as the dancers get red in the face, 
^he dancers having advanced further still towards 
incandescence, and entered the cadaverous phase ; 
the fiddlers no longer sit dowA, but libk back their 
chairs and saw madly at the strings, wifh legs firmjy 
spread and eyes closed, regardless of thtf visible v#rld. 
Again ^nd ilgain did Di^k share* his Love’s hand 
wkh another man, land wheel round ; then, more 
delightfully, promenade in a circle "with* her Al to ' 
himself, his arm holding her waist more firmly each 
time, and his elbow getting further and further behind 
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her back, till the distance reached was rather notice- 
able ; and, most blissful, swinging to places shouldel: 
to shoulder, her breath curling round his neck liki; a 
summer zephyr that had strayed from its proper date. 
Threading the couples one by one tEey reached the 
bottom, when there arose in Dick^s mind a minor 
misery lest the tune should enfl before theV could 
work their way to the top again, and have anew the 
same exciting run down through. Dick’s feelings 
on actually reaching the top in spite of his doubts 
were supplemented by a morfal fear that the fiddling 
might even stop at this supreme moment ; which 
prompted him to convey a stealthy whisper to the 
faCr-gone musicians, to the effect that they were not 
to leave off till he and his partner had reached the 
bottom of the dance opce more^^ which remark was 
replied to by the nearest of those convulsed and 
quivering men by a«private nod to the aaxious young 
man between two semiquavers* of the tune, and a 
simultaneous ‘ All right, ay, ay,’ without opening the 
eyes. Fancy was now held so closely that Dick and 
she weie practically one person. The room became^ 
to Dick like a picture in a dream ; all that he could 
remember* of* ft aftep^ards being the look of the 
fijjjdlers gom^ to sleep, as humming-tops sleep, by 
incr^bsing their motion and hunj^ together with the 
figures of grandfather Jamgs and old Siifion Crumplqr 
sitting by the chimney-corner, tllking and nodding 
in ddmb-sHow, and beating the air to their emphatic 
sentences like people near a threshing machine. 

The dance ended. ‘ Piph-h-h-h 1 • said tranter 
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Dewy, blowing out hi» breath in the veiy finest 
sfteam of vapour that a man’s lips could form. ‘ A 
regular tightener, that one, sonnies 1 ’ He wiped 
his forehead, and went to the cider and ale mugs 
on the table. • 

‘ Well ! ’ said Mrs. Penny, flopping into a chair, 

* my hestrt haven’t tyeen in such a thumping state 
of uproar since f used to sit up on old Mjdsummer- 
eves to see who my husband was going to be.* 

‘ And that’s getting on for a good few years ago 
now, from what I’ve heiird you tell,’ said the tranter, 
without lifting his eyes from the cup he was filling. 
Being now engaged in the business of handing round 
refreshments, he was warranted in keeping his coat 
offt still, though the dther heavy men had re5(Umed 
theirs. ^ # 

And a thing I never expected would come to 
pass, if you’lh believe me, came to pass theij,’ con- 
tinued Mrs. Penny. ^ Ah, the first spirit ever I see 
on a Midsummer-eve was a puzzle to me when he 
appeared, a hard puzzle, so say 1 1 ’ , 

♦ * So I should have fancied,’ said*£Has Spinks. 

* Yes,’ said Mrs. Penny, throwing her glance 
into past times, and talking oh in a’llinifing tone 
of complacent abstraction, as if a listener wer% 
not a necessity. ‘ yes ; never was I in sue# a 
taking* ^ oif that Midspmmer-eve I I sat up, 
qtike determined to see if John Wildway was going 
to marry me or no. I put the br€ad-a!hd-ch©ese 
an<f beer quite ready, as the witch’s book ordered, 
and I opened* the *door, and 1 waited till the 
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clock struck twelve, my nerves all alive and so^ 
strained that I could feel every one of *em twitchiAg 
like bell-wires. Yes, sure I and when the dock 
had struck, lo and behold, I could see through the 
door a little small man in the lane a shoemaker^s 
apron on.’ 

Here Mr. Penny stealthily /jnlarged hiifiself half 
an incjh. ^ 

‘ Now, John Wildway,’ Mrs. Penny continued, 

* who courted me at that time, was a shoemaker, you 
see, but he was a very fair-sized man, and I couldn’t 
believe that any such a little small man had anything 
to do wP as anybody might. But on he came, 
and crossed the threshold — not John, but actually 
the Same little small man * in the shoemaktr’s 
apron ’ » ^ 

‘ You needn’t be so mighty particular about lij^le 
and ^tpall ! ’ said her husband. • 

* In he walks, and down he? sits, and 0 my good- 
ness me, didn’t I flee upstairs, body and soul hardly 
hanging together ! Well, to cut a long story short, 
by-loftg and by-lUte, John Wildway and I had a miff 
and parted ; and lo arid behold, the coming man 
came 1 *Periny asketl me if I’d go snacks with him, 
|ind afofe I^knew what I was about a’most, the thing 
wAdone.’ * 

* I’ve fancied you ne\^r knew better m your life ; 
but I mid be mistaken,’ sa»d Mr. Penny in^a 
murmur.* 

After Mrs. Penny had spoken, there being no * 
new occupation for her eyes, she stfil let them stay 
• 10 
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idling on the past scenis just related, which were 
apparently visible to her in the centre of the room. 
Mr. •Penny’s remark received no reply. 

During this discourse the tranter and his wife 
might have been observed standing in an unobtrusive 
corner, in mysterious closeness to each other, a just 
perceptible current of •intelligence passing from each 
to each, which had apparently no relation whatever to 
the conversation of their guests, but much to their 
sustenance. A conclusipti of some kind having at 
length been drawn, the palpable confederacy of man 
and wife was once more obliterated, the tranter 
marching off into the pantry, humming, a tune that 
he couldn’t quite recollect, and then breaking into the 
wofds of a* song of which he could remember about 
one line and a quarter. Mrs. Dewy spoke a few 
words about preparations for a bit of supper. 

That elder'portion of the company which Joved 
eating and drinking put on a look to signify that till 
this moment they had quite forgotten that it was cus- 
tomary to expect suppers on these occasions ; going 
even further than this ipoliteness of’ feature, and 
starting irrelevant subjects, the exceeding flatne^ 
and forced tone of which rather ijetrayed their object. 
The younger members said they were quite liungry^ 
and thjt supper would be delightfyl though it was 
so^ate. ^ • 

■*Good luck attended Dick’s love-passes during Jhe 
^ meaj. * He sat next Fancy, and had the thrilling plea- 
sure of using permanently a glass which had been 
taken by Fancy^ mistake ; of letting the outer edge 
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of the sole of his boot touch the lower verge of her 
skirt ; and to add to these delights the cat, which had 
lain unobserved in her lap for several minutes, crept 
across into his own, touching him with fur that had 
touched her hand a moment before. There were, 
besides, some little pleasures in the shape of helping 
her to vegetable she didn’t we,nt, and when it had 
nearly, alighted on her plate taking it across for his 
own use, on the plea of waste not, want not. He 
also, from time to time, sipped sweet sly glances at 
her profile ; noticing the set of her head, the curve 
of her throat, and other artistic properties of the 
lively godd^s, who the while kept up a rather free, 
not to say too free, conversation with Mr. Shiner 
sitting opposite^; which, after some uneasy criticism, 
and much shifting of argumeiV^ backwards and for- 
wards in Dick’s mind, he decided not to consider 
of alar^ning significance. * 

‘A new music greets our ears now,’ said Miss 
Fancy, alluding, with the sharpness that her position 
as village, sharpener demanded, to the contrast be- 
tween the rattle' of knives^, and forks and the laffe 
notes of the fiddlers. 

‘ Ay ;• arid I don^t know but what ’tis sweeter in ' 
ione when you get above forty,’ said the tranter ; 

‘ eioept, in faith, as regards father there. Never siich 
a mortal man as he fore tunes. They dp^move his 
soul ; don’t ’em, father ? ’ • • * 

^he eldest 'Dewy smiled across from his tiis^ant 
chair an assent to Reuben’s remark. 

^ Spaking of being moved in soul,’ said Mr. Penny, 
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• I shall never forget th^first time I heard the “ Dead 
March.” ^Twas at poor Corp'l Nineman’s funeral 
at Casterbridge. It fairly made my hair creep and 
fidget dbout like a vlock of sheep — ah, it did, souls I 
And when theji had done, and the last trump had 
sounded, and the gtlns was fired over the dead heroes 
grave, icy-cold drop o* moist sweat hung upon my 
forehead, and Another upon my jawbone. Ah, ’tis 
a;*very solemn thing ! ’ • • 

‘ Well, as to father in the comer there,’ the tranter 
said, pointing to old William, who was in the act of 
filling his mouth ; ‘he’d starve to death for music’s 
sake now, as much as when he was a boy-chap of 
fifteen.’ • . • , 

, ‘ Truly, now,’ said Michael Mail, clearing the 
corner of his throat in the mannef of a man who 

I * 

meant to be convincing ; ‘ there’s a friendly tie of 
some sort between music and eatjng.’ He lifted the 
cup to his mouth, and drank himself graduafly back- 
wards from a perpendicular position to a slanting 
one, during which time his looks performed a circuit 
<rom the wall opposite him to then ceiling overhead. 
Then clearing the other "corner of his throat : ‘ Once 
I was a-setting in the little tkitcheh* of .the Dfte 
Mariners at Casterbridge, haWng a b*t qf dinner, 
and a brass band struck up in the street. Sujh a 
b^auttful band as tfiat were ! 1 ^as setting eating 
friisd liver and lighp, I well can mind— ah, I was I 
and tp save my life, I couldn’t help«cha\fing t<J the < 
tuAe. Band played six-eight time ; six-eight chaws 
1, willynilly. ^Band plays common ; common time 
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went my teeth among the liyer and lights as true as 
a hair. Beautiful *twere I Ah, I shall never forget 
that there band ! * 

‘ That’s as tuneful a thing as ever I heiird of,’ 
said grandfather James, with the absent gaze which 
accompanies profound criticism • 

‘ I don’t like Michael’s tuneful stories th^n,’ said 
Mrs, Dewy. * They are quite coarse to a person o’ 
decenf tast?.’ 

Old Michael’s mouth twitched here and there, 
as if he wanted to smile but didn’t know where to 
begin, which gradually settled to an expression that 
it was not displeasing for a nice woman like the 
tranter’s wiffi to coVrect him. 

* \^eli, now,’ said Reuben, with decisive earnest- 
ness, * that sort b’ coarse touch that’s so upsetting to 
Ann’s feelings is to my mind a recommendation ; for 
it do always prove^a story to be true. , And for the 
same r5ason, I like a story with a bad moral. My 
sonnies, all true stories have a coarse touch or a bad 
moral, depend upon’t. If the story-tellers could ha’ 
got derency anjl good morals from true stories, who’;} 
ha’ troubled to invent parables ? ’ Saying this the 
tranter apsa <o fet^h a new stock of cider, ale, 
mead, aiyd home-made wines. 

^ ;^rs. Dewy sighed, and appended a remark 
(ostensibly behind her husband^s back, thougii that 
the words should reach his ears distinctly wSs under- 
stood by hpth) i * Such a man as Dewy is 1 Npbody 
do know the trouble 1 have to keep that man bately 
respectable. And did you ever. hean too— just now, 
J4 
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at supper-time — talking ^bout “ taties ** with Michael 
ia such a work-folk way. Well, 'tis what I was never 
brought up to 1 With our family 'twas never less 
than “ faters,*’ and very often “ pertatoes ” outright ; 
mother was sOdparticular and nice with us girls : 
there was no family in the parish that kept them- 
selves up more than we.’ 

The hour of* parting came. Fancy could not 
remain for the night, because she had feng;lged a 
woman to wait up for her. She disappeared tempo- 
rarily from the flagging party of dancers, and theh 
came downstairs wrapped up and looking altogether 
a different person from whom she had been hitherto, 
in fact (to Dick’s sadness and disappbintment), |i 
wcynan somewhat reserved and of a phlegmatic 
temperament — nothing left in her ^f the romping 
girl that she had seemed but a short quarter-hour 
bVfore, who ]iad not minded th§ weight of Dick’s 
hand upon her wais^, nor shirked the puitifeus of 
the mistletoe. 

‘ What a difference 1 ' thought the young man — 
hoary cynic pro tern, * What a miserable deqpiving 
difference between the fhanners of a maid’s life at 
dancing times and at others 1 « Lool«? at tjiis lovety 
Fancy ! Through the whole pjfst evening touchable, 
squeezeable — even kissable I For whole half-hjjuft 
I held* her sofclose fo me that not* a sheet of paper 
cp^d have been slipped between us ; and I could 
feel hgr heart only just outside my owji, her life heat- 
ing* on so close to mine, that I was aware of every 
breath in it. -A flit- is made upstairs — a hat and a 
75 
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doak put on — and I no ^ore dare to toucfe her 
than — ' Thought failed him, and he returned* to 
realities. 

• • 

But this was an endurable misery in coAiparison 
with what followed. Mr. Shiner an^ his watch-chain, 
taking the intrusive advantage lhat ardent bachelors 
who are going homeward along the same coad as a 
' pretty young woman always do take of that circum- 
stancft, cahie forward to assure Fancy — with a total 
disregard of Dick\s emotions, and in tones which 
were certainfy not frigid — lhat he (Shiner) was not 
the man to go to bed before seeing his Lady Fair 
safe within her own door — not he, nobody should 
45ay he was 'that ;~and that he would not leave her 
side |in inch till the thing was done — drown him if 
he would. Tlfc proposal was assented to by Miss 
Day, in Dick^s foreboding judgment, with one degree 
— or at any rate, an appreciable fractipn of a degree 
— of Wkrmth beyond that reqi^red by a disinterested 
desire for protection from the dangers of the night. 

All was over ; and Dick surveyed the chair she 
had last bccqpi^, looking now like a setting frc^n 
which the gem has been •torn. There stood her 
glass, aqd ther romaptic teaspoonful of elder wine at 
the bottpm^hat she Y:ouldn’t drink by trying ever so 
in obedience to the mighty arguments of the 
tranter (his liand coming dowfi upoi her shoulder 
the while, like a Nasmytfi hammer) ; but fKe drinker 
was- ther« no Jlonger. There were the nine fit ten 
pretty little crumbs she had left on her plate ; •but 
the eater was no more seen. 
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There seemed a disagreeable closeness of relation- 
ship between himself and the members of his family, 
now that they were left alone again face to face. His 
father ’seemed quite offensive for appearing to be in 
just as high sjjirits as when the guests were there ; 
and as for grandfaftier James (who had not yet left), 
he was ^uite fiendish in being rather glad they were 
gone. . 

• ‘ Really,’ said the tranter, in a tone of placid 
satisfaction, ‘ Tve had so little time to attend to 
myself all the evenen,*that I mean to enjoy a quiet 
meal now ! A slice of this here ham — neither too fat 
nor too lean — so ; and then a drop of this vinegar 
and pickles — there, that's it — ancl I shall be as fresh 
ajj a lark again I And to tell the truth, my* sonny, 
my inside has been as dry as i lime-basket all 
night.’ 

‘ I like a* party very well onpe in a while,’ said 
Mrs. Dewy, leaving^ off the adorned tones^she had 
been bound to use throughout the evening, and re- 
turning to the natural marriage voice ; ‘ but. Lord, 
•tis such a sight of heavy work aie^tl <fay 1 • What 
with the dirty plates, add knives and forks, and dust 
and smother, and bits kicked ©ff yoiA furniture, and 
I don’t know what all, why a body could a’/nost wish 
there were no such things as Christmases. . . . j^h-h 
(Jear if ’ she yawnedf, till the clock* in the comer had 
ticked several beat^. She cast her eyes round upon 
the displaced, dust-laden furniture, •and jsank down 
oVferpowered at the sight. 

* WeD, I b»> getting all right by degrees, thank the 

n 
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Lord for’t 1 * said the tran1;pr cheerfully through a 
mangled mass of ham and bread, without lifting his 
eyes from his plate, and chopping away with his 
knife and fork as if he were felling trees. ' ‘ Ann, 
you may as well go on to' bed at on(|e, and not bide 
there making such sleepy faces } you look as long- 
favoured as a fiddle, upon my^ life, Ann.* There, 
you must be wearied out, ^tis true. ^*11 do the doors 
and drfiw up the clock ; and you go on, or youll be 
as white as a sheet to-morrow/ 

* Ay ; I don't know whether I shan't or no.' The 
matron passed her hand across her eyes to brush 
away the film of sleep till she got upstairs. 

• Dick wondered how it was that when people were 
marriqjd they could be so blind lo romance ; and w^s 
quite certain tMl if he ever took to wife 'that dear 
impossible Fancy, he and sheVould never be so 
dreadfully practic^ and undemonstrative of tfie 
Passioh*as his father and mother were. The most 
extraordinary thing was, that all the fathers and 
mothers he knew were just as undemonstrative as 
his own, ‘ ^ 
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, D/CJT CALLS AT THE* SCHOOL 

•IX 

The early days of the year drew on, and Fancy, 
having spent the holiday weeks *at home, returned 
ag|iin to Mellstock. * * 

Every spare minute of the weA following her 
return was used by bick in accidentally passing the 
sclioolhouse in his journeys abqut the neighbour- 
hood ; but not once did she make herself visible. A 
handkerchief belonging to her had been providentially 
found by his mother in clearing the rooms the day 
«fter that of the dance ; and by muph contrivance 
Dick got it handed ovel* to him, to leave with her 
at any time he should be n^ar thte*sc}jool aftfer 
her return. But he delayed * taking the, extreme 
measure of calling with it lest, had she realh^ no 
s^ntiitient of interest in him, it nlight be regarded 
as a sliglitly absurd errand, the reason guessed ; and 
the s^se of the luicrous, which vias rather keen 
in Tier, do his dignity considerable injury in her 
eyes ; and what she thought of him, even apart 
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from the question of her living, was all the world 
to him now. 

But the hour came when the patience of love at 
twenty-one could endure no longer. One Saturday 
he approached the school with a miki air of indiffer- 
ence, and had the satisfaction o! seeing the object of 
his quest at the further end of her garden, tVying, by 
the aid of a spade and gloves, to roOt a bramble that 
had iiitrudfed itself there. • 

He disguised his feelings from some suspicious- 
looking cottage-windows opjfosite by endeavouring to 
appear like a man in a great hurry of business, who 
wished to leave the handkerchief and have done with 
such trifling* errands. 

This endeavour signally failed ; for on approach- 
ing the gate heTound^it locked to keep the children, 
who were playing ‘ cross-dadder ' in the front, from 
running into her pjrivate grounds. e 

She 'did not see him ; and ke could only think of 
one thing to be done, which was to shout her name, 

‘ Miss Day ! ’ 

The words, wsre uttered with a jerk and a look 
meant to imply to the cotta*ges opposite that he was 
nbw simply orib who Wked shouting as a pleasant way 
of passing his time, without any reference to persons 
m gardens. ‘The name died away, and the imccm- 
scious Miss Day* continued digging dnd pulKng^as 
before. J 

He scBswed himself up to enduring the cottage- 
windows yet more stoically, and shouted agiin. * 
Fancy took no notice whatever. ^ 

.80 



DICK CALLS JlT THE SCHOOL 


He shouted the third* time, with desperate vehe- 
mence, turning suddenly about and retiring a little 
distance^ as if it were by no means for his own 
pleasure that he had come. 

This time shd heard him, came down the garden, 
and entered the school at the back. Footsteps echoed 
across the interior, the door opened, and three-quar- 
ters of thfe blooming young schoolmistresses face and 
figure stood revealed before him ; a slice on her left- 
hand side being cut off by the edge* of the door. 
Having surveyed and recognized him, she came to 
the gate. 

At sight of him had the pink ,of hef cheeks in- 
creased, lessened, or did it continue to cover itk 
normal are^i of ground ? It was a question mecHtated 
several hundreds of times by htr visitor in after-hours 
-TT^he meditation, after wearying involutions, always 
ending in onef way, that it was in/possible to,s^y. 

* Your handkerchief ; Miss Day ; I called with.’ 
He held it out spasmodically and awkwardly. 
* Mother found it : under a chair.’ 

‘ O, thank you very jnuch for Ibrhiging it, Mr. 
Dewy. I couldn’t think where I had dropped it.’ 

Now Dick, not being an experienced lover-^indeed, 
never before having been engaged in the pi^tice o/ 
lot^e-making at all, fjxcept in a small s6hoolboy 4ray 
—could lyt ta^e advantage»of the situation ; and out 
came the blunder, which afterwards cost him so many 
bitter foments and a sleepless night! — * 

* Good morning. Miss Day.’ 

‘ Good morning, Mr. Dewy.’ 

. 8i# 
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The gate was closed ; she was gone ; and Dick 
was standing outside; unchanged in his condition 
from what he had been before he called. 0/ course 
the Angel was not to blame — a young woman living 
alone in a house could not ask hiifi indoors unless 
she had known him better — ^he should have kept her 
outside before floundering into that fatal farewell. 
He wished that before he called he had* realized 
more fully than he did the pleasure of being about to 
call ; and tumed away. 
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PASSING BY THE SCHOOL 
I 

ly followed that, as the spring advanced, Dick 
w^ked abroad much more frequently than had* 
hitherto been usual with him, and was continually 
finding that his nearest way to or frofti home lay by 
the road which skirted the garden of the school. 
The first-fruitfi of his perseveranpe were that, on 
turning the angle on the nineteenth journey by* that 
track, he saw Miss Fancy's figure, clothed in a dark- 
gray dress, looking from a high open window upon 
th^ crown of his hat. The friendly gJeeling resulting 
from this rencounter was ’considered so valuable an 
, elixir that Dick passed still often«r ; and by .^he timd 
he had almost trodden a little path under tb^ fence 
where never a path was before, he was rewarded wijh 
an ^actiJhl meeting face to face on* the open road 
befoje her gate. This’ brought another meeting, and 
another^, Fancy faintly showing by her bearir^ thaf it 
was & pleasure to her of some kind to see him there ; 
but the sort of pleasure she derived, whether exulta* 
85 i> 
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tion at the hope her exceeding fairness inspired, or 
the true feeling which was alone Dick’s concern, -he 
could not anyhow decide, although he meditated 
on her every little movement for hours after it was 
made. 
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A MEETING OF TH^QOfRE 
•II 

It was the evening of a fine spring day. The 
descending sun appeared a» a nebulous blaze ofr 
amber light, its outline being lost in cloudy masses 
hanging round it, like wild locks of Itair. 

The chief members of Mellstock parish choir were 
striding in a giroup in front of Mr. J^enny^s workshop 
in the lower village. iThey were all brightly iflumi- 
nated, and each was backed up by a shadow as long 
as a steeple ; the lowness of the source of light ren- 
dqfing the brims of their hats of nd use at all* as a 
protection to the eyes. 

Mr. Penny’s was the last house in* that# part of 
the parish, and stood in a hollow by the roadside 
so that cart-wheels and horses’ legs were about lejrel 
with the sill of^is shop-window. ITiis was lo^y- and 
wide^ and was open fjom morning till evening, Mr. 
Penny Jiimself being invariably seen working insiSe, 
like •a framed portrait of a shoemaker by some 
modem Moroni? He sat facing the road, with a 
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boot on his knees and the awl in his hand, only 
looking up for a moment as he stretched out Ms 
arms and bent forward at the pull, when^ his 
spectacles flashed in the passer’s face with* a shine 
of flat whiteness, and then returpr^d again to the 
boot as usual. Rows of lasts, Anall and large, stout 
and slender, covered the wall w^hich formed^the back- 
ground, in the extreme shadow ofl which a kind of 
dummy was seen sitting, in the shape of an appren- 
tice with a ^tring tied round his hair (probably to 
keep it out of his eyes). * He smiled at remarks 
that floated in from without, but was never known 
to answer them in Mr. Penny’s presence. Outside 
the window the upper leather of a Wellington-boot 
was usually hung, pegged tot a board as if to jiry. 
No sign was cfver hip door ; ^in fact — as with old 
banks and mercantile houses — advertising in any« 
shape was scorned, and it would have been felt as 
beneath his dignity to paint /up, for the benefit of 
strangers, the name of an establishment whose 
trade came solely by connection based on personal 
respect. t < « 

His visitors now came and stood on the outside 
df his window, sometimes leaning against the sill,^, 
^sometiii\es ‘moving ’a pace or two backwards and 
forwards in rfront of it. They talked with delibeiate 
gesticulations to'Mr. Peyiy, enthronell in the*sha^ow 
of the interior. • , 

^ I do like 'a man to stick to men who b^ in the 
same line o’ life — o’ Simdays, anyway — tlfat I 
do so.' • 
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* *Tis like all the doings of folk who don^t know 
what a day’s work is, that’s what I say.’ 

‘ ^y belief is the man’s not to blame ; ’tis she — 
she’s the bitter weed I ’ 

‘ No, not altogether. He’s a poor gawk-hammer. 
Look at his sermon yesterday.’ 

‘ His Sermon was well enough, a very good 
guessable sermori, only he couldn’t put it jjito words 
and speak it. That’s all was the matter wi’ the sermon. 
He hadn’t been able to get it past his p%n.’ 

* Well — ay, the sermon might have been good ; 
for, ’tis true, the sermon of Old Eccl’iastes himself 
lay in Eccl’iastes’s ink-bottle afore lie got, it out.’ 

Mr. Penny, being in the dct of drawing the last* 
stitQh tight,^ could aflfol’d time to look up and throw 
in a word at this point. , 

• J He’s no spouter — that must be said, ’a b’lievc,’ 

* ’Tis a teriible muddle sometimes with th^ man, 
as far as spout do go, ’» said Spinks. 

* Well, we’ll say nothing about that,’ the tranter 
answered ; ‘ for I don’t believe ’twill make §i penneth 
o'*difference to we poor martels here* or herfiafter 
whether his sermons be good or bad, my sonnies.’ 

Mr. Penny made another hole with his awl* 
pushed in the thread, and looked up *an(l spoke^ 
again at the extension of arms. / • 

i ’Tis his gdings-on, souli%, that’s what it is.’ He 
clenched his featuresifor an Herculean addition to 
the ordinary pull, and continued, ‘ The? first thing^e 
done when he came here was to be hot and strong 
about church business.’ 
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* True/ said Spinks ; ** that was the very first 
thing he done.* 

Mr. Penny, having now been offered the e^.r of 
the assembly, accepted it, ceased stitching, swallowed 
an unimportant quantity of air as •if it were a pill, 
and continued : 

* The next thing he do do to think about alter- 
ing the cl^urch, until he found *twould be a*matter o* 
cost and what not, and then not to think no more 
about it.* f 

‘ True : that was the next thing he done.* 

* And the next thing was to tell the young chaps 
that they lyere ng»t on no account to put their hats 
•in the christening font* during service.* 

* True.* • 

I * 

‘ And then *twas ^his, and, then *twas that, and 
now *tis * ^ ’ 

Wofds were not forcible enough tb conclude the 
sentence, and Mr. Penny gavtf a huge pull to signify 
the concluding word. 

* Now, *tis to turn us out of the quire neck and 
crop,** said the * tranter after an interval of hal^ a 
minute, not by way of explaining the pause and pull, 
which Ifad teen qufte understood, but as a means of/ 
^keeping th? subject well before the meeting. 

•Mrs. Pe^ny came to the jioor at this point* in 
the discussion. Like aV good wives,*however nyich 
she was inclined to play the lory to her husband's 
wliiggiifm, aftd vice versd, in times of peace^ she 
coalesced with him heartily enough in time of 
war. * 
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‘ It must be owned he’s not all there,’ she re- 
plied in a general way to the fragments of talk she 
had .heard from indoors. ‘ Far below poor Mr. 
Grinham’ (the late vicar). 

* Ay, there wts this to be said for he, that you 
were quite sure he’d*never come mumbudgeting to 
see yc, ju^t as you wcfe in the middle of your work, 
and put you out ^ith his fuss and trouble about ye.’ 

'Never. But as for this new Mr. Maybold, 
though he mid be a very well-intending^arty in that 
respect, he’s unbearable ; for as to sifting your 
cinders, scrubbing your floors, or emptying your slops, 
why, you can’t do it. I assure ypu I’ve not been 
able to empt them for several days, unless I throw* 
’em^p the chimley or ’tout of winder ; for as sure as 
the sun you meet hiip at the .door, coming to ask 
•how you are, and ’tis such a confusing thing to meet 
a gentleman at the door when ye arc in the jiess o’ 
washing.’ i 

‘ ’Tis only for want of knowing better, poor 
gentleman,’ said the tranter. ‘ His meaning’s good 
enough. Ay, your pa’son comes by^fate : ’tis heads 
or tails, like pitch-halfpenny, and no choosing ; so we 
'^ust take en as he is, my sonnies, and "thank God ^ 
he’s no worse, I suppose.’ • • ^ 

fancy I’ve seen him look across at Ml^ss 
Day in^a warifter way than, Christianity asked for,’ 
said«»Mrs. Penny mufingly ; * but I don’t quite like 
to say it,’ • • 

* ‘ 6 no ; there’s nothing, in that,’ said grand- 
fadier William. * 
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‘ If there^s nothing, wci shall see nothing,' Mrs. 
Penny replied, in the tone of a woman who might 
possibly have private opinions still. 

* Ah, Mr. Grinham was the man ! ' said Bowman. 

^ Why, he never troubled us wi' a^visit from year's 
end to year’s end. You might*go anywhere, do any- 
thing : you’d be sure never to^see him.’ * 

‘ Yes, he was a right sensible pa’son,’ said Michael. 

* He never entered our door but once in his life, 
and that w^s to tell my poor wife — ay, poor soul, 
dead and gone now, as wfc all shall ! — that as she 
was such a’ old aged person, and lived so far from 
the church, he didn’t at all expect her to come 
icany more to the service.’ 

‘ And ’a was a very jinorous gentleman aJ)out 
choosing the pialms ^d hymijs o’ Sundays. “ Con- 
found ye,” says he, blare and scrape what ye will, • 
but don’t bother pie I ” ’ ^ 

‘ And he was a very honourable man in not 
wanting any of us to come and hear him if we were 
all on-end for a jaunt or spree, or to bring the 
babies to be diristened if they were inclined •tto 
squalling. There’s good in a man’s not putting a 
parish to uhnecessary trouble.’ ^ 

‘ And Eiere’s this here man never letting us 
^h^e a bit o’ peace ; but keeping on about being 
good and upright till ’tis carried to such ' a pjtch 
as I never see the like afore ncy since I ’ * „ 

No fiooner had he got here than he foqnd the 
font wouldn’t hold water, as it hadn’t for yeafs oS 
and on ; * and when I told him th&t Mr. Grinham 
. 9 * 
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never minded it, but usfd to spet upon his vinger 
and christen ’em just as well, ’a said, “ Good 
Heavens I Send for a workman immediate. What 
place haVe I come to ! ” Which was no compliment 
to us, come to tb^it.’ 

‘ Still, for my patt,’ said old William, * though 
he’s arrayed against^ us, I like the hearty borus- 
snorus ways of the new pa’son.’ 

^ You, ready to die for the quire,’ saicT Bowman 
reproachfully, ‘ to stick up for the qi^ire’s enemy, 
William 1 ’ • 

‘ Nobody will feel the loss of our church-work so 
much as I,’ said the old man firmly ; ‘ that you 
d’all know. I’ve a-been ini the qUire man and* 
boy^ever since I was# a chiel of eleven. But for 
all that ’tisii’t in me^to call the mSn a bad man, 

• because I truly and sincerely believe en to be a good 
young feller.’ • , ^ 

Some of the youthful sparkle that used to reside 
there animated William’s eye as he uttered the 
words, and a certain nobility of aspect was also 
iniparted to him by the setting stin,. wfiich*gave 
him a Titanic shadow at*least thirty feet in length, 
stretching away to the east in •outlined of» impo^ 
ing magnitude, his head finally terminating upon 
thewtrunk of a grand old oak-tree. • • 

^ Marble’s a hearfy feller enough, ^ the tranter 
repUpd, ‘ £id will spp.k to you be you dirty or be 
you cl^e. The first time I met en was irf a 
droij^, and though ’a didn’t know me no more 
than the dead, •a passed the time of day! “ D’ye 
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do ? ” he said, says he, nodding his head. “ A fine 
day.” Then the second time I met en was full- 
buff in town street, when my breeches were^ tore 
into a long strent by getting through “a copse 
of thorns and brimbles for a shortgcut home-along ; 
and not wanting to disgrace ‘the man by spaking 
in that state, I fixed my eyf on the weathercock 
to let en^pass me as a stranger. But na: “ How 
d^e do, Reuben ? ” says he, right hearty, and steok ' 
my hand. Jf Td been dressed in silver spangles 
from top to toe, the nian couldn’t have been 
civiller.’ 

At this moment Dick was seen coming up the 
•village-street, and they turned and watched him. 
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^ TUXN IN THE. DISCUSSION 

I’M afraid Dick’s a lost man,’ said the tranter. 

* What ? — no ! ’ said Mail,^mplying by his manner* 
tha^it was a far commoner thing for Ins ears to import 
what was not said tlan that •his judgment should 
• be^at fault. 

‘ Ay,’ said the tranter, still gazing at Diok^s un- 
conscious advance. * € don’t at all like what I see I 
There’s too many o’ them looks out of the winder 
without noticing anything ; too much shining of boots ; 
to® much peeping round comers ; too fnuch looking 
at the clock ; telling about clever things she did till 
*you be sick of it ; and then upoij a hint to tfiat effect • 
a horrible silence about her. I’ve walked llie patlfc 
omJe in my life and Ijnow the country^ neighbouf s ; 
and Di&’s^a lost man ! ’ The tranter turned a quarter 
round and smiled a* smile of miserable satire^ at 
the ^setting new moon, which happened \o catch 
his eye. . • 

•The others became far too serious at this 
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announcement to allow thefa to speak ; and they still 
regarded Dick in the distance. 

‘ 'Twas his mother*s fault/ the tranter continued, 

* in asking the young woman to our party last 
Christmas. When I eyed the blu^ frock and light 
heels o* the maid, I had my thoughts directly. 

“ God bless thee, Dicky my sonny,” I said to myself, 

“ there’s ^ delusion for thee I ” * 

* They seemed to be rather distant in manner 
last Sunday, <I thought ? * Mail tentatively observed, 
as became one who was not a member of the 
family. 

‘ Ay, that’s a part of the zickness. Distance be- 
longs to it, slyness belongs to it, queerest things on 
earth belongs to it I There, Y^nay as wel/ come oarly 
as late sTar as I know. TKe sooner begun, the 
sooner over ; for come it will.' ^ 

‘ The question^ ask is,' said Mr. S|)inks, connect- 
ing into one thread the two stibjects of discourse, as 
became a man learned in rhetoric, and beating with 
his hand .in a way which signified that the manner 
rather than the matter of ^his speech was to be Ob- 
served, ‘ how, did Mr. Maybold khow she could play 
the orgin ? You k(iow we had it from her own lips,r 
«as far hs lips go, that she has never, first or last, 
bitsathed suQh a thing to him,; much less that ^he 
ever would play.' 

In the midst of this puzzle bick joined the party, 
and the •news* which had caused such a coim^sion 
among tl^e ancient musicians was unfolded to himl 

* Well,’ he said, blushing at the allusion to Miss Dav. 
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‘ I know by some worcjl of hers that she has a 
particular wish not to play, because she is a friend of 
ours; and how the alteration comes, I don^t know.’ 

‘Now* this is my plan,* said the tranter, reviving 
the spirit of the^discussion by the infusion of new 
ideas, as was his custom — ‘ this is my plan ; if you 
don’t like it, no harpi’s done. We all know one 
another very well,*' don’t we, neighbours ? ’ 

That they knew one another very well was received 
as a statement which, though familiar, ^ould not be 
omitted in introductory Speeches. 

‘ Then I say this ’ — and the tranter in his emphasis 
slapped down his hand on Mr. gpinks^’s shoulder 
with a momentum of several pxeunds, upon which Mre 
Spii^ks tried to look n»t in the least startled — ‘ J say 
that we all move dovn-along^ straight as a line to 
P^son Mayble’s when the clock has gone six to- 
morrow night.® There we one anji all stanc^ in the 
passage, then one or ^wo of us go in and spak to 
en, man and man ; and say, “ Pa’son Mayble, every 
tradesman d’like to have his own way in his work- 
sh^p, and Mellstock Church is yotirsf Instead of 
turning us out neck and crop, let us stay on till 
, Christmas, and we’ll gie way to the young»womaiJ, ^ 
Mr, Mayble, and make no more ado abcait it. And 
we® shall always be qjuite willing to touch our l^ts 
wh^n we meet ^e, Mr. Maytjje, just as before.” That 
sounds very well ? IJey ? ’ 

‘ Pisoper well, in faith, Reuben Dewy.’ • * 

• ‘ ^nd we won’t sit down in his house ; ’twould be 

looking too faz&liar when only just reconciled ? ’ 
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* No need at all to sit llown. Just do our duty 
man and man, turn round, and march out — he'll 
think all the more of us for it.’ 

* I hardly think Leaf had better go wi’ us ? ’ said 
Michael, turning to Leaf and taking his measure 
from top to bottom by the eyb. ‘ He's so terrible 
silly that he might ruin the co;jcem.’ 

* He don't want to go much y do yej Thomas 
Leaf said William. 

‘ Hee-hee no ; I don't want to. Only a teeny 
bit 1 ' 

‘ I be mortal afeard, Leaf, that you'll never be 
able to tell how many cuts d'take to sharpen a spar,' 
«aid Mail. i 

‘ L never had no head, never ! that's hov it 
happened to happen, hee-hee l}' 

They all assented to this, not with any sense of * 
humilis^ing Leaf J)y disparaging him ‘after an open 
confession, but because it wjis an accepted thing 
that Leaf didn't in the least mind having no head, 
that deficiency of his being an unimpassioned matter 
of paMsh history*. » 

* But I can sing my treble I ' continued Thomas 
Leaf, quite delighted at being called a fool in such a ^ 

" friendly .way ; * I can sing my treble as well as any 
m^d, or married woman either, and better I And if 
Jim had livei, I* should ^have £ad a (Sever bVothpr 1 
To-morrow is poor Jim's birtl^iay. He'J ha' been 
twe!hty-suc if he'd lived till to-morrow.' . 

* You always seem very sorry for Jim,' said* old* 

William niusingly. * 
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‘ Ah ! I do. Such t, stay to mother as he^d 
always ha' been I She'd never have had to work in 
har old age if he had continued strong, poor Jim 1 ’ 

‘ Wh&t was his age when 'a died ? * 

* Four hours ^nd twenty minutes, poor Jim. 'A 

was born as might be at night ; and 'a didn't last 
as might be till the ^morning. No, 'a didn't last. 
Mother called en Jim on the day that would ha' 
been his christening day if he had lived ; an3 she's 
always thinking about en. You se^ he died so 
very young.' • 

‘ Well, 'twas rather youthful,' said Michael. 

‘ Now to my mind that woman^is very romantical 
on the matter o’ children ? ’ -iaid the tranter, his eye 
sweeping his audienc^ • 

‘ Ah, well she mja be,' said Lbaf, ‘ She had 
twelve regular one after another, and they all, except 
myself, died very young ; either be/ore they was bom 
or just afterwards.' ^ * 

* Pore feller, too. I suppose th'st want to come 
wi' us ? ' the tranter murmured. 

Well, Leaf, you shall come w^ us as yours is 
such a melancholy family,' said old William rather 
sadly. 

* I never see such a melancholy family as that afore 
in jny life,' said Reuben. ‘ There's Leaf’s mother* 
poor w^:)man I • Every morning I sefe her eyes moon- 
ing put tlfrough the* panes of glass like a pot-sick 
winder-flower ; and as Leaf sings a very high trAle, 
and*we don't know what we should do without en for 
upper G, we'll ffet en come as a trate, poor feller.' 
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‘ Ay, we'll let en come, '^b'lieve,' said Mr. Penny, 
looking up, as the pull happened to be at that 
moment. 

4 

‘ Now,' continued the tranter, dispersing by a new 
tone of voice these digressions a^^out Leaf ; * as 
to going to see the pa'son, ohe of us might call 
and ask en his meaning, and '{would be just as well 
done ; but it will add a bit of flourish to the cause 
if the* quire waits on him as a body. Then the 
great thing tp mind is, not for any of our fellers to 
be nervous ; so before starting we’ll one and all 
come to my house and have a rasher of bacon ; then 
every man-jack het a pint of cider into his inside ; 
then we’ll warm up an extra drop wi’ some mead 
and a bit of ginger ; every one take a thimblefyl — 
just a glimmer bf a drop, minqiye, no more, to finish 
off his inner man — and march off to Pa'son Mayble, 
Why, sonnies, a njan's not himself till* he Js fortified 
wi’ a bit and a drop ? We shfill be able to look any 
gentleman in the face then without shrink or shame.’ 

Mail recovered from a deep meditation and down- 
ward glance intd the earth in time to give a cordial 
approval to this line of action,* and the meeting 
adjourned. 
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IV 

At six o’clock the next day, the whole body of 
men in the choir emerged frpm the tranter’s door^ 
and^advanced with a fom step down the lane. .This 
dignity of mkrchgradi jally became obliterated as they 
• went on, and by the time they reached the hill behind 
the vicarage a. faint resemblance to a flock of sheep 
might have been discerned in the venerable party. A 
word from the tranter, however, set them right again ; 
and as they descended the hill, the regular tramp, 
tramp, tramp of the united feet was cJ^iarly audible 
from the vicarage, gardeh. At the opehing of the 
gate there was another short ijiterval* bf irregular 
shuffling, caused by a rather peculiar haJbit the gate 
had, when swung open quickly, of striking aga^sf 
the^barfk and slammifig back into the opener’s face. 

‘ J^ow &ep step ajain, will ye ? ’ said the tranter. 

* It loqks better, and more becomes the hjgh clhss 
of aftrant which has brought us here.’ Thus they 
adyanced to thcPdoor. 
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A.t Reuben’s ring the iliore modest of the group 
turned aside, adjusted their hats, and looked criti- 
cally at any shrub that happened to lie in the line 
of vision ; endeavouring thus to give a pelson who 
chanced to look out of the windows the impression 
that their request, whatever it ‘^ivas going to be, was 
rather a casual thought occurring whilst they were 
inspecting the vicar’s shrubbery axd grass,-plot than 
a predetermined thing. The tranter, who, coming 
frequently to the vicarage with luggage, coals, fire- 
wood, etc., had none of the awe for its precincts 
that ^lled the breasts of most of the others, fixed 
his eyes firmly on the knocker during this interval 
jjf waiting.' The knocker having no characteristic 
wort^iy of notice, he relinquished it for a kn(jt in 
one of the dooi^panels, and sti\died the Winding lines 
of the grain, * % 

* 0, sir, please, here’s Tranter Dewy, and old 

William Dewy, and young l^ichard Dewy, O, and 
all the quire too, sir, except the boys, a-come to see 
you 1 ’ said Mr. Maybold’s maid-servant to Mr. May- 
bold, rthe* pupils of her eyes dilating like circle^in^ 
a pond. • 

^ ^ All Jthe‘ ^hoir ? I said the astonished vicar (who 
may be, shortly desbribed as a good-looking young 
In^n with courageous eyes, timid mouth, and neutral 
nose), abandoning his writing Sxid looking at his gar- 
lour-maid after speaking, like ^ man who*fanciqjl he 
had seei^her face before but couldn’t recollect.where. 

* And they looks very firm, and Tranter Dewy 
do turn Aeither to the*right hand^or to the, left, 
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i^but stares quite straight^and solemn with his mind 
made up I * 

• all the choir/ repeated the vicar to himself, 
trying l?y that simple device to trot out his thoughts 
on what the chc^r could come for. 

‘ Yes ; every ma!i-jack of 'em, as I be alive ! ' 
(The parlour-maid was rather local in manner, having 
in fact been raised in the same village.]^ ‘ Really, 
sir,* 'tis thoughted by many in town and countr}^ 

that ' , 

‘ Town and country*! — Heavens, I had no idea 
that I was public property in this way ! ' said the 
vicar, his face acquiring a hue spmewherc between 
that of the rose and the f)eony. * Well, “ It w 

thought in town and country that " ' • 

‘ It is thought thai you be going fo get it hot and 
strong ! — excusen my incivility, sir.' 

The vicar • suddenly recalled to his reqpllection 
that he had long agp settled it to be decicfedly a 
mistake to encourage his servant Jane in giving 
personal opinions. The servant Jane saw by the 
vkar's face that he recalled this fact -to his ^ind ; 
and removing her forehead from the edge of the 
door, and rubbing away the iadent tVat edge hM 
made, vanished into the passage as Mr. May bold 
remarked, ‘ Show them in, Jane.' • 

^ few mftiutes later g shuffling and jostling 
(reduced to as refiifcd a form as was compatible 
with the nature of shuffles and jostlesJ) waahearS in 
*the*passage ; then an earnest and prolonged wiping 
of« shoes, conve^ng the notion that volumes of mud 
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had to be removed ; but ihe roads being so clean 
that not a particle of dirt appeared on the choir*s 
boots (those of all the elder members being n^Wly 
oiled, and Dick’s brightly polished), this' wiping 
might have been set down simpl}^ as a desire to 
show that respectable men had no wish to take a 
mean advantage of clean road^ for curtailing proper 
ceremonies. Next there came a powerful whisper 
from ttie same quarter : — * 

‘ Now staryi stock-still tVre, my sonnies, one and 
all I And don’t make no *hoise ; and keep your 
backs close to the wall, that company may pass in 
and out ea^ if JLhey want to without squeezing 
through ye : and we two are enough to go in.’ . . . 
The voice was the tranter’s. i , 

‘ I wish I cAuld go in tooland see the sight ! * 
said a reedy voice — that of Leaf. 

‘ ’Tis, a pity L^^af is so terrible siKy, or else he 
might, ^ said another. ^ 

‘ I never in my life seed a quire go into a study to 
have it out about the playing and singing,’ pleaded 
Leaf ; • * and Pshbuld like to see it just once 1 ’ 

* Very well ; we’ll let en come in,’ said the tranter. 

You’ll be like chiys in porridge,* Leaf — ^neither ^ 
^ood nor hurt. All right, my sonny, come along * ; 
an(l immediately himself, old^ William, and Leaf 
appeared in the room. , 

‘ We took the liberty to cofne and see ’ee* dsir,* 
saidF Reuben, letting his hat hang in his left«.hand) 

* This, a k>cal expression, must be a corru|;>tion of something 
les« questionable. 
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and touching with his ri^t the brim of an imaginary 
one on his head. ‘ WeVe come to see ^ee, sir, man 
ai!d,man, and no offence, I hope ? ' 

‘ None at all,’ said Mr. Maybold. 

* This old aged man standing by my dde is father ; 
William Dewy by name, sir.’ 

* Yes ; I see it is,»* said the vicar, nodding aside 
to old William, i^ho smiled. 

' I thought you mightn’t know en without his 
bass-viol,’ the tranter apologized. ‘•You see, he 
always wears his best* clothes and his bass-viol 
a-Sundays, and it do make such a difference in a’ old 
man’s look.’ , . , 

‘ And who’s that young nten ? ’ the vicar said. • 

‘•Tell the pa’son yeir name,’ said the trantery turn- 
ing to Leaf, who stooa with hi^j elbows nailed back to 
a ])ookcase. 

‘ Please, Thomas Leaf, your holiness I ’ s^d Leaf, 
trembling. 

‘ I hope you’ll excuse his looks being so very 
thin,* continued the tranter deprecatingly,^ turning to 
tijfc vicar again. * But ’tisn’t his fault* poor felJef. He’s 
rather silly by natinre, and could never get fat ; though 
he’s a’ excellent treble, and so vfe keep himt>n.’ 

‘ I never had no head, sir,’ said Lfeaf,- eagerly 
gmsping at this opportunity for beinjf forgiven^his 
existence.^ * • 

**Ah, poor young inan I ’ said Mr. Maybold. 

* Bless you, he don’t mind it \ bi^ if you 
’don’t, sir,’ said the tranter assuringly.^ ‘Do ye, 
Leaf?' * 
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* Not I — not a morsel— ^hee, hee I I was afeard 
it mightn^t please your holiness, sir, that’s all.’ 

The tranter, finding Leaf get on so very ,vfell 
through his negative qualities, was tempted in a fit 
of generosity to advance him still higher, by giving 
him credit for positive ones. ^ He’s very clever for 
a silly chap, good-now, sir. You never knowed a 
young feller keep his smock-frocks so clane ; very 
honest too. His ghastly looks is sl \\ there is against 
en, poor fell^tr ; but we can’t help our looks, you 
know, sir.’ 

* True : we cannot. You live with your mother, 
I think, Lea/ ? ’ .■ 

•» The tranter looked^at Leaf to express that the 
most friendly assistant to his^ tongue could do no 
more for him now, and that he must be left to his 
own resources. 

‘ Ye^ sir : a widder, sir. Ah, if bi'bther Jim had 
lived she’d have had a clever ,son to keep her with- 
out work I ’ 

‘ Indeed I poor woman. Give her this half-crown. 
I’ll caH and see your mother,’ 

* Say Thank you, sir,” ’ the* tranter whispered 
^imperatively towards Leaf. 

^ ‘ Thank you, sir 1 ’ said Leaf. 

I That’s then; sit down, Leaf,’ said Mr. 

Maybold. 

‘ Y-yes, sir 1 ’ 

i'he tjantei*cleared his throat after this accidental 
parenthesis about Leaf, ^rectified his bodily position, 
and began his speech. 
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‘ Mr. Mayble/ he said, ‘ I hope you’ll excuse my 
common way, but I always like to look things in 
th« face.’ 

Reuben made a point of fixing this sentence in 
the vicar’s mind^by gazing hard at him at the con- 
clusion of it, and thdn out of the window. 

Mr. Maybold an<J old William looked in the 
same direction, apparently under the impression that 
the*things’ faces alluded to were there visible. 

* What I have been thinking ’ — the tranter implied 
by this use of the past tense that he was hardly so 
discourteous as to be positively thinking it then — ‘ is 
that the quire ought to be gic’d a ^ttle.time, and not 
done away wi’ till Christmas, i^s a fair thing between 
maq and man. And> Mr. Mayble, I hope you’ll 
excuse my common wky ? ’ ^ * 

‘ I will, I will. Till Christmas,’ the vicar mur- 
mured, stretching the two words Jo a great^length, 
as if the distance to Cljristmas might be measifred in 
that way. * Well, I want you all to understand that 
I have no personal fault to find, and that I don’t 
with to change the church music by forcible means, 
or in a way which shoulci hurt the feelings of any 
parishioners. Why I have at last spoten definitely^ 
on the subject is that a player has been brought 
under — I may say pressed upon — my ^tice sevqiraf 
tin^s Ify one *bf the *churcjiwardens. And as the 
organ I brought withi me is here waiting ’ (pointing 
to a c^inet-organ standing in the study), 4 there is 
no reason for longer delay.’ 

.* We made a* mistake I suppose then, sir ? But 
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we understood the young vlioman didn^t want to play 
particularly ? ’ The tranter arranged his countenance 
to signify that he did not want to be inquisitive*, in 
the least. 

* No, nor did she. Nor did I definitely wish her 
to just yet ; for your playing ii very good. But, as 
I said, one of the churchwardeps has been so anxious 
for a change, that, as matters stand, I cou3.dn*t con- 
sistently refuse my consent.’ 

Now for gome reason or other, the vicar at this 
point seemed to have an idea that he had prevaricated; 
and as an honest vicar, it was a thing he determined 
not to do. He corrected himself, blushing as he 
.did so, though why hq, should blush was not known 
to Rquben. ^ 

‘ Understand me rightly,’ he said : * the church- 
warden proposed it to me, but I had thought myself • 
of getting — Miss Day to play.’ 

‘ Which churchwarden might that be who proposed 
her, sir ? — excusing my common way.’ The tranter 
intimated by his tone that, so far from being inquisi- 
tive, he did vpt hwen wish to ask a single question 

* Mr. Shiner, I believe.’' 

■ ‘ Clk^ my' sonny, 1 — beg your pardon, sir, that’s 
only a form of words of mine, and slipped out 
kcfidental— ^e nourishes enmity against us for some 
reason or another ; perhaps because w^i played ra^er 
hard upon en Christmas night.^ Anyhow* ’tis certain 
sui^ thqjt Mn Shiner’s real love for musip of a 
particular kind isn’t his reason. He’ve no mor6 ear 
than that chair. But let that be.’ ' 
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‘ I don't think you shhuld conclude that, because 
Mr. Shiner wants a different music, he has any ill- 
feltlmg for you. I myself, I must own, prefer organ- 
music to any other. I consider it most proper, and 
feel justified in endeavouring to introduce it ; but 
then, although othA music is better, I don't say 
yours is not good.' , 

‘ Well* then, Mr. Mayble, since death's to be, 
well die like men any day you name (excusmg my 
common way).' 

Mr. Maybold bowed*his head. 

‘ All we thought was, that for us old ancient 
singers to be choked off quiet at po time in particu- 
lar, as now, in the Sundays after Easter, would seem 
rather mean in the eyes of other parishes, sir. »But if 
we fell glorious with a bit of a fiouriSh at Christmas, 
we should have a respectable end, and not dwindle 
away at some nameless paltry secopd-Sunda^^-after or 
Sunday-next-before scjmething, that's got no ifame of 
his own.' 

* Yes, yes, that's reasonable ; I own it's reason- 
able.’ 

‘ You see, Mr. Mayble, we've got — do I keep you 
inconvenient long, sir ? ' 

‘ No, no.' 

* ^ 0 

We've got our feelings — ^father there especially.' 

*The* trantA, in Ais earnestness, had advan^^ 
his person to within i^ix inches of the vicar's. 

* Certainly, certainly!' said Mr. Maybold, retreat- 
•ing^a little for convenience pf seeing. * You are all 
enthusiastic on* the subject, and I am all the more 
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gratified to find you so. A ^Laodicean lukewarmness 
is worse than wrongheadedness itself.^ 

‘ Exactly, sir. In fact now, Mr. Mayble,' Rei^bm 
continued, more impressively, and advancing a little 
closer still to the vicar, ‘father tljere is a perfect 
figure o’ wonder, in the way of being fond of 
music ! ’ # 

The vicar drew back a little fuhher, the tranter 
suddenly also standing back a foot or two, to throw 
open the view of his father, and pointing to him at 
the same time. 

Old William moved uneasily in the large chair, 
and with a. minute smile on the mere edge of his 
bps, for good-mannenj, said he was indeed very 
fond of tunes. ^ # 

‘ Now, you see ex^,ctly how it is,’ Reuben con- 
tinued, appealing to Mr. Maybold’s sense of justice * 
by looking sideways into his eyes. Th'e vicar seemed 
to see liow it was so well thi^t the gratified tranter 
walked up to him again with even vehement eager- 
ness, so that his waistcoat-buttons almost rubbed 
again^ the vicar s as he continued : ‘ As to father*, if 
you or I, or any man or woman of the present 
^generati6n, at the jime music is a-playing, was to^ 
shake your fist in father’s face, as may be this way, 
ani say, “ Dbn’t you be delighted with that music K’ ’ 
—the tranter went back^to where Le&f was ^sitting, 
and held his fist so close to c'Leaf’s face that the 
latter pressed iiis head back against the wall c * All 
right, Leaf, my sonny, \ won’t hurt you ; ’tis just to* 
show my meaning to Mr, Mayble. — ^As I was 
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saying, if you or I, or aAy man, was to shake your 
fist in father ^s face this way, and say, “ William, 
ydlH life or your music ! ” he^d say, “ My life I 
Now that’s father’s nature ail over ; and you see, sir, 
it must hurt live feelings of a man of that kind 
for him and his bass-viol to be done away wi’ neck 
and crop.* > 

The tranter \<^ent back to the vicar’s front and 
again looked earnestly at his face. 

* True, true, Dewy,’ Mr, Maybold answered, 
trying to withdraw his head and shoulders without 
moving his feet ; but finding this impracticable, 
edging back another inch. These freqyent retreats 
had at last jammed Mr. Ma^^bold between his easy* 
chair and the edge of ihe table. • 

And at the moment of the^ announcement of the 
* cl^oir, Mr. Maybold had just re-dipped the pen he 
was using ; at their entry, instead of wiping it, he 
had laid it on the ta^le with the nib ovcrhaliging. 
At the last retreat his coat-tails came in contact 
with the pen, and down it rolled, first against the 
bajck of the chair, thence turning a • summersault 
into * the seat, thence falling to the ^floor with a 
^rattle. • ** * - 

The vicar stooped for his pen, andnhe trante^ 
wishing to show that, however great ^ their ecclesi- 
astical Viiffereitces, his mind was not so small 
let this affect his social feelings, stooped also. 

‘ And have you anything else you ant to explain 
to me, Dewy ? * said Mr. I^aybold from under the 
table. * 


III 
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‘ Nothing, sir. And, Mr. Mayble, you be not 
offended ? I hope you see our desire is reason ? * 
said the tranter from under the chair. 

‘ Quite, quite ; and I shouldn't think of refusing 
to listen to such a reasonable request,' the vicar 
replied. Seeing that Reuben had secured the pen, 
he resumed his vertical position, and added, ‘ You 
know, Dewy, it is often said howMiflficub' a matter 
it is to act up to our convictions and please* all 
parties. It yiay be said with equal truth, that it is 
difficult for a man of any kppreciativeness to have 
convictions at all. Now in my case, I see right in 
you, and right ip Shiner. I see that violins are 
good, and that an ougan is good ; and when we 
introduce the organ, it will not be that fiddles Fere 
bad, but that* an origan was better. That you^ll 
clearly understand, Dewy ? ’ ^ * 

‘ I w^l ; and tjuank you very much for such feel- 
ings, Sr. Piph-h-h-h I How^ the blood do get into 
my head, to be sure, whenever I quat down like 
that ! ’ said Reuben, who having also risen to his 
feet stuck the pen vertically in the inkstand and 
almost through the bottom, that it might not roll 
dbwn agfein 'under any circtimstances whatever. ^ 
Now the^ancient body of minstrels in the passage 
felt their curiosity surging higher and higher as ^he 
minutes passed.' Dick,^not having ftiuch affection 
for this errand, soon grew tirofl, and went away in 
the* direction •■of the school. Yet their sense of 
propriety would probablj have restrained them fronr 
any attempt to discover what was going on in the 
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Study had not the vicar’s pen fallen to the floor. 
The conviction that the movement of chairs, etc., 

necessitated by the search, could only have been 

‘^1 

causedby the catastrophe of a bloody fight beginning, 
overpowered alJ^ other considerations ; and they 
advanced to the dooi*, which had only just fallen to. 
Thus, when Mr. Maybold raised his eyes after the 
stooping ^e behdd glaring through the door Mr. 
Pedny in full-length portraiture, Mail’s face and 
shoulders above Mr. Penny’s head, Spirjcs’s forehead 
and eyes over Mail’s cr(?wn, and a fractional part of 
Bowman’s countenance under Spinks ’s arm — crescent- 
shaped portions of other heads and /aces being visible 
behind these — ^the whole doze’t and odd eyes bristling 
with eager inquiry. • » 

Mr. Penny, as is the case^ with Excitable boot- 
• makers and men, seeing the vicar look at him and 
hearing no word spoken, thought it incumbejit upon 
himself to say somel^hing of any kind. Nbthing 
suggested itself till he had looked for about half a 
minute at the vicar. 

4 You’ll excuse my naming of it, sir/ he sffid, re- 
garding with much commiseration the mere surface 
,^of the vicar’s face ; ‘ but perhaps you doil’t knoW^ 
that your chin have bust out a-bleeding* where you 
cu> yourself a-shaving this morning, sir.' « 

i NoV, that was the st 9 oping, ’depend 
the -tranter suggest^, also looking with much 
interest at the vicar’s chin. ‘ Blood alviiays will 
hus^ out again if you hang down the member that’s 
been bleeding.’ * 

” 3 , 



UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE 

Old William raised his eyes and watched the 
vicai's bleeding chin likewise; and Leaf advanced 
two or thrfee paces from the bookcase, absorbed #in 
the contemplation of the same phenomenon, with 
parted lips and delighted eyes. ^ 

* Dear me, dear me 1 ’ said Mr. Maybold hastily, 

looking very red, and brushipg his chin with his 
hand, then taking out his handkerchief and wiping 
the place. ‘ 

‘ That’s it, sir ; all right again now, ^a b’lieVe — 
a mere nothing,’ said Mr. 'Penny. ‘ A little bit of 
fur off your hat will stop it in a minute if it should 
bust out again.’ ^ 

t * I’ll let ’ee have bit off mine,’ said Reuben, 
to shgw his good feeling ; ‘ my hat isn’t so ne^ as 
yours, sir, and 'cwon’t hurt mine a bit.’ 

‘ No, no ; thank you, thank you,’ Mr. Maybold • 
again nervously replied. * 

‘ ’Twas rather a deep cut seemingly ? ’ said 
Reuben, feeling these to be the kindest and best 
remarks he could make. 

‘ Oy no'; not 'particularly.’ 

* Well, sir, your hand will* shake sometimes 
a^-shaving, and jusli when it comes into your head 
that you m^y cut yourself, there’s the blood.’ 

‘ I have been revolving in my mind that questwn 
of Jtjie time at which we^make*the change,’ s^aid Jdr. 
'Maybold, * and I know you’ll pieet me half-way. I 
thihk Cferistmas-day as much too late for mq, as the 
present time is too early for you. I suggest Michaeh 
mas or thereabout as a convenient time for both 
114 
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parties ; for I think your objection to a Sunday which 
has no name is not one of any real weight.’ 

Very good, sir. I suppose mortal mfen mustn’t 
expect fheir own way entirely ; and I express in all 
our names that ^ we ’ll make shift and be satisfied 
with what you say.’ ^ The tranter touched the brim 
of his imaginary hat f^gain, and all the choir did the 
same. ‘ About Michaelmas, then, as far as you are 
concerned, sir, and then we make room for the next 
generation.’ 

‘ About Michaelmas,’ 'said the vicar. 
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I^ETUJiNING HOMEWAED 


* 'A TOOJC it vrry well, then ? * said Mail, as they 
«all walked up the hill, t 

‘ He behaved like a man, ’a did so,’ said the trs^nter. 

‘ And I’m glad weVe let en know our minds. And 
though, beyond that, we ha’n’t got much by going,' 
’twas wpTth while. He won’t forget it. Yes, he took 
it veiy well. Supposing this tree here was Pa’son 
Mayble, and I standing here, and thik gr’t stone is 
father sitting in the easy-chair. “ Dewy,” says he, 
“ I don’t'* •msli to change the church music in a 
forcible wajr.” ’ * • * , 

* Th&,t was vejY* nice o’ the man, even though 
words be wind.’ 

Proper* nice — out and out nice. Th^ fact-^'is,’ 
Reuben confidentially, ^ ’tis hdw yod' take a 
man. Everybody must be m^tiaged. Queens must 
be managed f kings must be managed ; for men want . 
managing almost as ^uch as women, and tkat’s 
saying a good deal.’ 

. ii6 . 
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‘ ’Tis truly I ’ murmured the husbands. 

‘ Pa’son Mayble and I were as good friends all 
through it as if we’d been sworn brothers. Ay, the 
man’s well enough ; ’tis what’s put in his head that 
spoils him, and that’s why we’ve got to go.’ 

‘ There’s really no believing half you hear about 
people nowadays.’ • 

‘ Bless Jre, my sonnies I ’tisn’t the pa’son’s ,move 
at all. That gentleman over there * (the tranter 
nodded in the direction of Shiner’s farm) ‘ is at the 
root of the mischty.’ 

‘Whatl Shiner?’ 

‘ Ay ; and I see what the pa’son*don’t see. Why, 
Shiner is for putting forward tllat young woman that- 
only ‘last night I was saying was our Dick’s sweet- 
heart, but I suppose can’t be, gnd making much of 
^ler, in the sight of the congregation, and thinking 
he’ll win her by showing her off* Well, perhaps 
’a woll.’ ^ 

* Then the music is second to the woman, the 
other churchwarden is second to Shmer,^e pa’son 
is s<?cond to the churchwardens, and G<;q A’lmghty 
is nowhere at all.’ * , , 

^ ‘ That’s true ; and you see,’ continued Reuben, * at 
the very beginning it put me in a stud a^ to how to^ 
qufiCfrel Wi’ en. In shc^t, to save my^soi;!, I couldn’t 
quawel wi’ §ucli a civil man without belying 
science. Says he to father there, in a voice as qiyet 
-as a Jamb’s, “ William, you are a’ olfl aged man, 
as all shall be, s<^ sit down in jtny easy-chair^ and rest 
youtself.” And down father zot. I could fain ha’ 
117 , » 



UNDER THE GR|ENW00D TREE 

laughed at thee, father ; for thou^st take it so uncon- 
cerned at first, and then looked so frightened when 
the chair-bottom sunk in/ ^ ^ ' 

* You see,’ said old William, hastening to ex- 
plain, ‘ I was scared to find^ the? bottom gie way 
— ^what should I know o’ spring bottoms ? — and 
thought I had broke it d6wn : and of course 
as to# breaking down a man’s chair, I didn’t wish . 
any such thing/ 

* And, neighbours, whqjti a feller, ever so much 

up for a miff, d’see his own father sitting in his 
enemy’s easy-chair, and a poor chap like Leaf made 
the best of, as if he almost had brains — ^why, it 
knocks all the wind* out of his sail at once : it 
did out of min^;/ * 

‘ If that young figure of fun — Fance Day, 1^ 
mean,’ said Bowman, * hadn’t been^so mighty for- 
ward %wi’ showing herself off to Shiner and Dick 
and the rest, *tis my belief vfe should never ha’ left 
the gallery.’ 

^ ’Tis Ifclief that though Shiner fired the 
bullets, the parson madft ’em„’ said Mr. Pjenny. 
^My wife sticks to,it that he’s in love wi’ her.’ 

^ ‘ That’s* a thing we shall never know. I can’t 

*ojjriddle her, nohow.’ V ^ 

^ J.^ou’st ought to J?e able to dhriddld such a 
little chiel as she,’ the tranter J)bserved. 

* Th# littltfr the maid, the bigger the riddle, to my«. 
mind. And coming of such a stock, too, she may 
well be a*twister.’ 
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‘ Yes ; Geoffrey Day is a clever man if ever there 
was one. Never says anything : not he.’ 

‘•Never.’ 

‘ You might live wi’ that man, my sonnies, a 
hundred years, arid never know there was anything 
in him.’ 

‘ Ay ; one o’ these Ap-country London ink-bottle 
chaps woui*d call Geoffrey a fool.’ » • 

* Ye never find out what’s in that man : never,’ 
said Spinks. ‘ Close ? s^, he is close*! He can 
hold his tongue well. That man’s dumbness is 
wonderful to listen to.’ 

‘ There’s so much sense in it. Every moment of 
it is brimmen oyer wi’ sound understanding.’ 

‘ ’A can hpld his tongue very clevef — very clever 
truly,’ echoed Leaf. ‘ ’A do look at me as if ’a could 
s*ee jny thoughts running round like the works of a 
clock.’ 

0 

i ‘ Well, all will agree Jhat the man can halt well in 
his talk, be it a long time or be it a short time. And 
though we can’t expect his daughtej; to i^erh his 
closdhess, she may have a feyr dribblets from his sense. ’ 

• ‘ Ahd his pocket, perhaps.’ » • ^ , 

* ‘ Yes ; the nine hundred poun4 that everybody 
•says he’s worth ; but I call it four hundred and fifty ; ^ 
for l*nevy believe morf^ than half I hparV * 

‘ Well, he’jve made a pound or two, and I suppofe 
*the m^d will have it, sihce there’s nobody else. But 
*tis rather sharp upon her, if she’s been Hbm to 
foitune, to bringjher up as if not bom for it, and 
letting her work so hard.’ 
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‘ *Tis all upon his principle. A long - headed 
feller I ’ 

* Ah/ murmured Spinks, * ’twouldbe sha^F dpon 
her if she were bom for fortune, and not to it 1 I 
suffer from that affliction.* r 
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yalbujUy wo&d and 

THE KEEPER'S HOUSE 

VI 

A MOOD of blitheness rarely experienced even by 
young men was Dick*s on tWfe following Monday 
morning. It was the week after the Easter holidays, 
and he was journeying along \^ith Smart the mare 
* and, the light spring-cart, watching the damp slopes 
of the hill-sides'* as they streamed in the wartnth of 
I the sun, which at this unsettled season shone on the 
grass with the freshness of an occasional inspector 
rather than as an accustomed proprietor, gis errand 
waste fetch Fancy, and some additionaf Household 
«goods * from her father’s house in the neighbouring^ 
parish to her dwelling at Mellsfodc. The distant < 
•view was darkly shaded with clouds ; but the nearer ^ 
part^ of ye landscape whitely illumined ^ tHe 
visible rays pf the sun streaming down across 'tite 
^heavjt^ray shade behind. t 

^ Tl^ tranter had not yet told his son of tlte state 
of Shiner’s heart fiiat had been suggested tp him by 
Shiner’s movements. He preferred to let such delicate 
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affairs right themselves ; experience having taught 
him that the uncertain phenomenon of love, as it 
existed in other people, was not a groundwork, ifpon ^ 
which a single action of his own life could be 
founded. # 

Geoffrey Day lived in the depths of Yalbury Wood, 
which formed portion, of one* of the outlying estates 
of thf Eai^l of Wessex, to whom Day was head game- 
keeper, timber-steward, and general overlooker for 
this district. The wood was intersected by the 
highway from Casterbridge to London at a place not 
far from the house, and some trees had of late years 
been felled between its windows and the ascent of 
• Yalbury Hill, to give? the solitary cotjtager a glimpse 
of the passers-by. , • 

It was a satisfaction to walk into the keeper^s 
house, even as a stranger, on a fine spring mprn- 
ing litee the preeent. A curl of wood-smoke came 
from the chimney, and dropped over the roof like • 
a blue feather in a lady’s hat ; and the sun shone 
obliquely^poij the patch of grass in front, which 
reflected ife brightness tjirough the open dodhvay 
and up thp.staircase opposite, lighting up each riseir 
, with a shiny gw&i radiance, and leaving the tejp 
^ of each step in shade. . 

• The window-sill of the f^pnt room w^ betWeen 
. and five feet front the floor, dropping inwardly 
tQ a broad low bench, over •which, as well fts over*^ 
the wllole surface of the wall beneath, there ^wayH 
hung a .deep shade, .which was considered objec- 
tionable on every ground save one, namely,* that 
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the perpetual sprinkling of seeds and water by the 
caged canary above was not*noticed as an eyesore 
by* visitors. The window was set with thickly- 
leaded diamond glazing, formed, especially in the 
lower panes, of ^knotty glass of various shades of 
green. Nothing was better known to Fancy than 
the extravagant manner ii^ which these circular 
knots or ‘eyes distorted everything seeij through 
them from the outside — ^lifting hats from heads, 
shoulders from bodies ; scattering the spokes of 
cart-wheels, and bendmg the straight fir-trunks 
into semicircles. The ceiling was carried by a 
beam traversing its midst, from the sicje of which 
projected a large nail, usedtsolely dnd constantly 
as 4 peg for^ Geoffrey ^s hat ; the nail was arched 
by a rainbow - shaped stain^ imprinted by the 
•brim of the said hat when it was hung there 
dripping wet, '• , • 

The most striking point about the roofii was 
the furniture. This wis a repetition upon inanimate 
, objects of the old principle introduced by Noah, 
coneisting for the most part of two articles oT every 
sort.* The duplicate system of furnishiijg owed its 
existence to the forethought Fancy’s *mothef^ 
exercised from the date of Fancy’s birthday on- 
wafds. j|rhe arrangement spoke for itjflf : nobody 
who knew the tone of th<i housetold coufaHwok 
at the goo<}s without* being aware that the second 
^set wafi a provision for Fancy, wheJh shei should 
ftiarfy and have a house of her own. The most 
noticeable instance was a pair of green-faced eight- 
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day clocks, ticking alternately, which were severally 
two and half minutes and three minutes striking 
the hour of twelve, one proclaiming, in Italian 
flourishes, Thomas Wood as the name of its maker, 
and the other — arched at the top, {uid altogether of 
more cynical appearance — ^that* of Ezekiel Saunders. 
They were two departed clockmakers of Caster- 
bridge, whose desperate rivalry 'throughout their 
lives was nowhere more emphatically perpetuated 
than here at Geoffrey^s. These chief specimens of 
the marriage provision werfe supported on the right 
by a couple of kitchen dressers, each fitted complete 
with their pups, uiishes, and plates, in their turn 
followed by two dumrb- waiters, two family Bibles, 
two warming-pans, and two intermixed setjs of 
chairs. * 

f 

But the position last reached — the chimney-' 
corner-^- was, after all, the most attractive side of 
the parallelogram. It was large enough to admit, 
in addition to Geoffrey hiAself, Geoffrey's wife, 


her chair, and her work-table, entirely within the^ 
line ol th^nantel, without danger or even in«on- 
venience fr^m the heat of the fire*; and was spacious 
enough ‘overhead^^ allow of the insertion of wood^ 


jpoles for the hanging of bacon, which were cloaked 
wk:h long Shreds of soot, flcmting on thA draught 
like <he tattered banners on the whlls or anqjient 
aisles. I * 


c 

Thes^ poilits were common to most chinmey-'« 
corners of the neighljourhood ; but one feature 
there was which made Geoffrey’s Preside not only 


% 
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an object of interest to c^ual aristocratic visitors 
— ^to whom every cottage fireside was more or less 
a ciyiosity — but the admiration of friends who 
* were accustomed to fireplaces of the ordinary hamlet 
model. This pec^iarity was a little window in 
^ the chimney-back, almost over the fire, around which 
the smoke crept caressingly when it left the per- 
pendicular course. The window-board was curiously 
stamped with black circles, burnt thereon by the 
heated bottoms of drinking-cups, which had rested 
there after previously stahding on the hot ashes 
of the hearth for the purpose of warming their 
contents, the result giving to the Jedge^the look 
of an envelope which has gassed through in- 
numerable post-offices. 

Fancy was* gliding about the roofti preparing 
dmner, her head inclining now to the right, now to 
the left, and singing the tips and encjs of tune# that 
|prang up in her mind like mushrooms. The foot- 
steps of Mrs. Day could t>e heard in the room over- 
head. Fancy went finally to the door. 

* Father 1 Dinner.’ * 

^ A tall spare figure was*seen advancing by the 
window with periodical steps, and tJ^ keeper eiltered * 
from the garden. He appeared to l)e a anan who 
was always* looking down, as if trying to* recollect* 
sometjpn^he said yesterday.* The suri^ce oTlm 
fece was fissured rather than wrinkled, and over and 
ig^d€fl^s»eyes were folds which seemed i!s a k^d o? 
exteriol eyelids. His nose had been thrown back- 
wards -by a blow in a poaching fray, so that when 
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the sun was low and shining in his face, people 
could see far into ?iis head. There was in him a 
quiet grimness, which would in his moments ctf dis- 
pleasure have become surliness, had it not been 
tempered by honesty of soul, aijid which was often 
wrongheadedness because not allied with subtlety. 

Although not an extraordinarily taciturn man 
among friends slightly richer than himself, he never 
wasted words upon outsiders, and to his trapper 
Enoch his. ideas were seldom conveyed by any other 
means than nods and shakes of the head. Their 
long acquaintance witli each other’s ways, and the 
nature of^their labours, rendered words between them 
almost superfluous os vehicles of thought, whilst the 
coincidence of their horizons, ancf'the astonishing 
equality of their social views, by startling the keeper 
from time to time as very damaging to the theory df 
mast«- and man, strictly forbade eeny indulgence in 
words as courtesies. ^ 

Behind the keeper canie Enoch (who had been 
assisting in the garden) at the well-considered chrono- 
logfcal "hwtance of three minutes — an inter/al of 
non-appearance on the trapper’s part not arrived ^t 
withdut some Reflection. Four minutes had been 
found t(s express indifference to indoor arrange- 
ijnents, add simultaneousness had impli6i toa great 
asfSnxiety about meak. * 

^ ‘ A little earlier than u^aal, Fancy,’ the keeper 
said, « as hb sat down and looked at the ci6lk’|[. 

‘ That Ezekiel Saunters o’ thine is tearing dh afore 
Thomas Wood again.’ 
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‘ I kept in the middle between them/ said Fanqr, 
also looking at the two clocks.* 

^Better stick to Thomas/ said her father. 

‘ There’s a healthy beat in Thomas that would lead 
a man to swear* by en offhand. He is as true 
as the town time. ’How is it your stap-mother 
isn’t here ? ’ • 

As Fanty was about to reply, the rattle of wheels 
was heard, and ‘ Weh-hey, Smart I ’ in Mr. Richard 
Dewy’s voice rolled into the cottage frofti round the 
corner of the house. 

‘ Hullo ! there’s Dewy’s cart come for thee, 
Fancy — Dick driving — afore time,* too. • Well, ask 
the lad to have pot-luck with ift.’ . * 

Dick on entering made a point of implying by 
his general bearing that he took,an interest in Fancy 
^limply as in one of the same race and country as 
himself ; and they all sat down. Oick coufd have 
wished her manner had not been so entirely free 
from all apparent consciousness of those accidental 
flieetings of theirs; but he let the, thought^ pass. 
Enodi sat diagonally at actable afar 'under the 
cornel* cupboard, arid drank his cider from ^a long^ 
f^rpendicular pint cup, having tjfH-^r-trees done in* 
brown on^its sides. He threw occasional remarks* 
into the general tide o^ conversation, a^d wj^ tMs 
advantage tj himself, that he participated in the 
plea^res of a talk (sli^ght as it was) at meal-tim<is, 
0l(^out • saddling himself with the responsibility of 
sustaining it. * • • 

‘ Why don’t your stap-mother come down, Fancy?’ 
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said Geoffrey. ‘ You’ll excuse her, Mister Dick, she’s 
a little queer sometinSes.’ 

‘ O yes, — quite,’ said Richard, as if he were irfthe , 
habit of excusing people every day. 

‘ She d’belong to that clajs ofi womankind that 
become second wives : a rum class rather.’ 

* Indeed,’ said Dick, with Sympathy for an indefi- 
nite something. 

* Yes ; and ’tis trying to a female, especially if 
you’ve been* a first wife, as she hcv.’ 

‘ Very trying it must be.’ 

‘ Yes : you sec her first husband was a young 
man, whodet he^r go loo far ; in fact, she used to 
‘kick up Bob’s-a-dyihg at the least^ thing in the 
world. And when I’d married her ^d fousid it 
out, I thought, thinks I, “ ’Tis too late now to 
begin to cure ’e ; ” and so I let her bide. But she’s 
queer,— very queer, at times I ’ * 

‘ I^m sorry to hear that.’ ^ t 

‘ Yes : there ; wives be such a provoking class o’ 
society, bqcausf though they be never right, they be 
never more Than half wro^g.’ *' 

Fancy soemed uneasy under *the infliction of this* 
^household moralwfng, which might tend to damage 
,the airy-fairy nature that Dick, as maiden shrewdness ^ 
tdld Ijer, ha^ accredited herewith. Her dea(jd silence 
im^ssed Geoffrey witfi the notion th§t something 
iiuhis words did not agree wAh her educated 
and he*changed the conversation. * ^ 

‘ Did Fred Shiner send the cask q’ drink, Fancy ? ’ 

‘ I think he did : O yes, he did.’ 
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‘ Nice solid feller, Fred' Shiner I * said Geoffrey to 
Dick as he helped himself tel gravy, bringing the 
spoon round to his plate by way of the potato-dish, 
^o obviate a stain on the cloth in the event of 


a spill. « 

Now Geoffrey's eyes had been fixed upon his plate 
for the previous four or five minutes, and in removing 
them he hhd only carried them to the spoqp, "yhich, 
from its fulness and the distance of its transit, 
necessitated a steady watching through the whole 
of the route. Just as intently as the keeper's eyes 
had been fixed on the spoon, Fancy's had been fixed 
on her father's, without premeditation or the slightest 
phase of furtiveness ; but thefe they were fastened.* 
Thisiwas the reason why : 

Dick was sitting next to hf r on the right side, 
an<J on the side of the table opposite to her father. 
Fancy had laicf her right hand lightly down upon 
the tablecloth for an instant, and to her ’alarm 
Dick, after dropping his fork and brushing his fore- 


head as a reason, flung down his pwn left hand, 
ovetlapping a third of Fancy's with it, ^ftd keeping 
it thel*e. So the innocent Fancy, instead of pulling 
^jer hand from the trap, settle! .jier eyes *on her^ 


father's, Jo gu^ird against his discovery of this^ 
perilous ^ame of DickJ^. Dick finished his mouth- 
ful ;• Fancy^ finished her c«imb, and nothing was 
dwjgj^eyond watching Geoffrey.'s eyes. Then tj^e 
slid apart ; Fancy's going over sixi inches 
oT doth, Dick'j over one. Geoffrey’s ^ eye had 


risen. 


• 129 , 



UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE 
/ 

‘ I said Fred Shiner is a nice solid feller/ he 
repeated, more emphatically. 

‘ He is ; yes, he is,’ stammered Dick ; ‘ but to*me 
he is little more than a stranger.’ 

‘ O, sure. Now I know eij as well as any man 
can be known. And you know en very well too, don’t 
ye, Fancy ? ’ ^ 

Geoffrey put on a tone expressing lhat these , 
words signified at present about one hundred times 
the amoimt 6f meaning the^ convf.yed literally. 

Dick looked anxious. 

‘ Will you pass me some bread ? ’ said Fancy in 
a flurry, tba red *of her face becoming slightly dis- 
ordered, and looking &s solicitous as a^ human being 
could look about a piece of bread. . • 

* Ay, that I will,’ replied the unconscious Geoffrey. 

* Ay,’ he continued, returning to the displaced idea, 

* we arrf likely to^ remain friendly wf Mr. Shiner if 
the wfieels d’run smooth.’ 

i 

^ An excellent thing — & very capital thing, as I 
should say,’ tfee youth answered with exceeding* 
relevance, considering th^t his thoughts, instead of 
following CJeofFrey’s remark, "^ere nestling * at a- 
^distance of abovt**two feet on his left the wholr 
Jtime. 

A y.oung.wQman’s face wfll turn the notj^h wind, 
Mas^r Richard *. my h^art if ’twon’t.’ ^ick looked 
mQre anxious and was attentwe in earnest at'j^hgse 
words. * Yes ; turn the north wind,’ added Gegffrei? 
after an ipipressive pause. * And (hough she’s one 
of my own flesh and blood. . . ‘ 
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* Will you fetch down bit of raw-mil' cheese 
from pantry-shelf ? ' Fancy intelrupted, as if she were 
famishing. 

‘ Ay, that I will, chiel ; chiel, says I, and Mr. 
Shiner only asking last Saturday night . . . cheese 
you said, Fancy ? ' 

Dick controlled his* emotion at these mysterious 
allusions t6 Mr. S*liiner, — ^the better enabled Jo do 
so by perceiving that Fancy's heart went not with 
her father's — and spoke like a stranger tb the affairs 
of the neighbourhood. ‘ Ves, there's a great deal to 
be said upon the power of maiden faces in settling 
your courses,' he ventured, as the*keeper retreated 
for the cheese. • . * ^ 

‘ '3he conversation is taking a very strange turn : 
nothing that I have ever done yarrants such things 
T5eiitg said 1 ' murmured Fancy with emphasis, just 
loud enough to feach Dick's ears. • • 

f ‘ You think to yourself, 'twas to be,' cried Enoch 
from his distant corner, by way of filling up the 
vacancy caused by Geoffrey's momejitary absence. 

‘ And so you marry her. Master Dcwy,*a!hd there’s 
rfuiendo't.' * 

^ ‘ Pray don’t say such things, Enpch,' came from^ 
• Fancy sevierely, , upon which Enoch relapsed into ^ 
servitude^ 

‘ If we be^doomed to mar?y, we marry ; if we be 
*doogjsJi to remain sin^e, we do,' -replied Dick. 

Geoffrey had by this time sat down again, und he 
Aowmadehislips ^in by severely straining th^macross 
his ^ms, and looked out of the window along the vista 
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to the distant highway up Yalbury Hill. ‘ That’s not 
the case with some folk,’ he said at lengthy as if he read 
the words on a board at the further end of the vteta. 
Fancy looked interested, and Dick said, ‘ No ? ’ 

‘ There’s that wife o’ mine. It was her doom 

f 

to be nobody’s wife at all in the wide universe. 
But she made up her mind that she would, and did 
it twfce «»ver. Doom ? Doom is nothing beside a, 
elderly woman — quite a chiel in her hands ! ’ 

A moverfient was now heard along the upstairs 
passage, and footsteps descending. The door at 
the foot of the stairs opened, and the second Mrs. 
Day appeared in* view, looking fixedly at the table as 
*’she advanced towards it, with apparent obliviousness 
of the presence of any other humai;i being* than 
herself. In short, i£ the table had been the person- 
ages, and the persons the table, her glance woul^T 
have bfcen the most natural imaginable. 

She showed herself to possess an ordinary « 
woman’s face, iron-grey hair, hardly any hips, and 
a great d^al of cleanliness in a broad white aproni 
string, as 'it appeared upon the waist of her Mark 

stuff dressi ^ ^ • 

• # 

‘ People wil^. Ain away with a story now, J 
, suppose,’ *she began saying, * that Jane Day’s • 
t<blec}oths Are, as poor an^ ragged as apy ilnion 
beggar’s I ’ ^ 

Dick now perceived that* the tablecloth iriji a 
little the worse for wear, and reflecting for a <a<^pienlf*t. 
conclude(l that * people ’ in step-mother language 
probably meant himself. On lifting his eyes ’he 
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found that Mrs. Day had vanished again upstairs, 
and presently returned willi an armful of new 
damask-linen tablecloths, folded square and hard 
as boards by long compression. These she flounced 
down into a chair ; then took one, shook it out from 
its folds, and spread it on the table by instalments, 
transferring the platfes and .dishes one by one from 
the old t6 the new cloth. , ^ 

‘ And I suppose they’ll say, too, that she ha’n’t 
a decent knife and fork in her house 1 ' 

* I shouldn’t say any such ill-natured thing, I am 
sure — ’ began Dick. But Mrs. Day had vanished 
into the next room. Fancy appefared distressed. 

‘ Very strange woman, isa’t she ? ’ said Gebffrey, 
quietly going on with his dinner. ‘ But ’tis too late 
to attempt curing. My hearj: 1 ’tis so growed into 
h^r that ’twould kill her to take it out. Ay, she’s 
very queer ; ;^ou’d be amazed to see whaf valuable 
goods we’ve got stowed away upstairs.’ 

Back again came rs. Day with a box of bright 
steel hom-handled knives, silver-plated forks, carver, 
and all complete. These were wiped of the preserva- 
tive*oil which coated them, and then a Jfnife and fork 
,were laid down to each indivicflia^ with a Lang, t^ 
carving #knife, and fork thrust into thfe meat dish, 
arid the old ones tjjey had hithertp usjd tossed 
away. ^ • 

^^.QreoflFrey placidly* cut a slice with the new ]|;nife 
an^ fork, and asked Dick if he wanteci anyimore. 

The table hjid been spread for the myed midday 
meal of dinner and tea, which was common among 
• i3i 
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frugal countryfolk. ‘ The parishioners about here/ 
continued Mrs. Day, nAt looking at any living being, 
but snatching up the brown delf tea-things, ‘are tke 
laziest, gossipest, poachest, jailest set of any ever I 
came among. And they’ll talk aboiit my teapot and 
tea-things next, I suppose ! ’ Slie vanished with the 
teapot, cups, and saucers, and reappeared with a 
tea-servjce ^n white china, and a packet wi*apped in 
brown paper. This was removed, together with 
folds of tissue-paper underneath ; and a brilliant 
silver teapot appeared. 

‘ I’ll help to put the things right,’ said Fancy 
soothingly, and rising from her seat. ‘ I ought to 
have laid out better things, I suppose. But ’ (here 
she enlarged her looks so as to include Dick)t ‘ I 
have been away from l^ome a good deal, and I mal^ 
shocking blunders in my housekeeping.’ Smiles aijd 
suavity wtre then dispensed all around* by this bright 
little bifd. 

After a little more preparat'ion and modification, 
Mrs. Day took hfr seat at the head of the table, and 
during tlie Idtter or tea division of the meal, presided 
with much copiposure. It may cause some suri3rise 
tg *leam that, now^hftr vagary was over, she showed 
herself to be*an excellent person with ^luch t:ommon 
sente, and ev^^n a religious s^iousness of tone bn 
matters pertaining to her*aiHictions. 
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VII 

The effect of Geoffrey’s incidental Elusions to 
Mr. Shiner was to restrain ^ considerable flow of 
spoAtaneousi chat that would othenyise have burst 
Jjipm young Dewy along the drive homeward. And 
a certain remark he had hazarded to her, in rather 
too blunt and eager a manner, kept the young lady 
herself even more silent than Dick. On botli sides 
there was an unwillingness to talk on any but the 
• most trivial subjects, and their sentancesw rarely took 
a larger form than cou]^ be expressfc<{ in two or 
three words. 

m Owing to Fancy being later in ,the day than sh^ 
had proiAised, Ahe charwoman had given up expect- 
ing* her^ whereupon Pick could do ^o Jess than stay 
and see hi|r comfortably tided over the disagree- 
a)M bJtime of entering and establishing herself ii* an 
emply* house after an absence of a week. The 
additional furijture and utensils that .had been 
brought (a canary and cage among the rest) were 
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taken out of the vehicle/and the horse was un- 
harnessed and put in kie plot opposite, where there 
was some tender grass. Dick lighted the fire already 
laid ; and activity began to loosen their tongues a little. . 

‘ There ! * said Fancy, ‘ we forgot to bring the 
fire-irons I * 

She had originally found ill her sitting-room, to 
bear oyt t^e expression ‘ nearly furnished ' Vhich the 
school-manager had used in his letter to her, a table, 
three chairs, ti fender, and a piece of carpet. This 

* nearly ’ had been supplemented hitherto by a kind 
friend, who had lent her fire-irons and crockery until 
she should fetch sbme from home. 

• Difck attended to the young lady^s fire, using his 
whip-handle for a poker till it was spoilt, and ♦hen 
flourishing a hurdle stick for the remainder of the 
time. 

‘ The icettle boils ; now you shall Tiave a cup of 
tea,’ sstid Fancy, diving into the hamper she had 
brought. * 

* Thank you,i said Dick, whose drive had made 
him ready ffti^some, especially in her company. ^ 

‘Well, hdfe’s only one cup* and -saucer, ^s I 
jjreathe t Whatever tould mother be thinking about ?,. 
Do you miifli making shift, Mr. Dewy ? ’ c 

k Not^at all. Miss Day,’ sai^ that civil person. *• 

* — And only having aPcup by itsel/ ? pr si saucer 

by itself ? ’ » • 

‘ Don/ 1 mind in the least.’ 

‘ Which^do you meaa by that ? ’ , 

‘ I mean the cup, if you like the saucer.’ 
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‘ And the saucer, if I ftke the cup ? ’ 

* Exactly, Miss Day.’ I 

»* Thank you, Mr. Dewy, for I like the cup de- 
•cidedly. Stop a minute ; there are no spoons now I ’ 
She dived into tjie hamper again, and at the end of 
two or three minutes looked up and said, ‘ I suppose 
you don’t mind if I can’t find a spoon ? ’ 

‘ Not kt all,’ said the agreeable Richai^. ^ 

* The fact is, the spoons have slipped down some- 
where ; right under the other things. yes, here’s 
one, and only one. '^^ou would rather have one 
than not, I suppose, Mr. Dewy ? ’ 

‘ Rather not. I never did tare much about 
spoons.’ • * • 

^Then I|fl have it. I do care about them. You 
^jjust stir up your tea with z. knil’e. Would you 
mind lifting the kettle off, that it may not boil 
dry ? ’ • 

Dick leapt to the fireplace, and earnestly removed 
the kettle, * 

* There I you did it so wildly thj^t you have made 
yofir hand black. We ^always use kettle-holders ; 
didfi’t you learn housewifery as far, as that, Mr. 

JDewy ? Well, never mind the* sxjot on your han^. 
Come hdre. I am going to rinse mine, too.’ 

•The^ went to a ^asin she had plac^ in •tfie 
batk roonj. ‘ This is the only basin I have,’ she 
sgid« * Turn up your sleeves, end by that timcj^ my 
^aqdewill be washed, and you can come.' i 

Her hands ,were in the water now^ ‘ O, how 
vexing ! ’ she exclaimed. ‘ There’s not a drop of 
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water left for you, unless yrfu draw it, and the well is 
I don’t know how maiiy fuiiongs deep ; all that was 
in the pitcher I used for the kettle and this basin. 
Do you mind dipping the tips of your fingers in the, 
same ? ’ ^ 

‘ Not at all. And to save time I won’t wait till 
you have done, if you haye no objection ? ’ 

Thereupon he plunged in his *nands, Und they 
paddled together. It being the first time in his life 
that he had ^touched female fingers under water, 
Dick duly registered the ’sensation as rather a 
nice one. 

* Really, I hardiy know which are my own hands 
and \>hich are yours, i?.hey have got so mixed up 
together,’ she said, withdrawing her own very 
suddenly. ‘ 

‘ It doesn’t matter at all,’ said Dick, * at least gs^ 
far as I ain concerj;ied.’ " 

* There 1 no towel I Whoever thinks of a towel 

till the hands are wet ? ’ * 

* Nobody.’ ^ 

‘ “ Nobody/’ How very dull it is when pecl;)le 
are so friendly I Come here, Mp. Dewy. No'vt do 
you think you could iift the lid of that box with your^ 
elbow, and then, with something or qther, itake out 
a^Qwel you Vill find under tlje clean clothes ? Se 
sure don^t touch any of them with your wet *hands, 
for the things at the top are all Starched • and 
Ironed.’ , * « 

Dick managed, by tlje aid of a ^nife and fork, ‘ 
to extract a towel from under a muslin dress without 
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wetting the latter ; and for a moment he ventured 
to assume a tone of criticism| 

‘ I fear for that dress,’ he said, as they wiped their 
hands together. 

‘ What ? ’ said Miss Day, looking into the box at 
the dress alluded td. * O, I know what you mean — 
that the vicar will never let me wear muslin ? ’ 

‘ Yea’ • ' 

‘ Well, I know it is condemned by all orders in 
the church as flaunting, and unfit for^ common wear 
for girls who’ve their Hving to get ; but we’ll see.' 

‘ In the interest of the church, I hope you don't 
speak seriously.’ « 

‘ Yes, I do ; but we’ll s^.’ There was a comply 
deferminatten on her lip, very pleasant to a beholder 
who was neither bishop, priest, nor tieacon. * I think 
"Tf can manage any vicar's vieWs about me if he's under 
forty.’ • ^ • 

Dick rather wished she had never thought of 
managing vicars. • 

* I certainly shall be glad to get some of your 
ddicious tea,' he said in rather a.tjree^way, yet 
modestly, as becfime oife in a position^between that 
^of visitor and inmate, and looking wistfally at* his 
lonely aaucer. * • • 

• ‘ So shall i. Now is there anything else we wilnt, 
IVJr. Dewy ? * * 

‘.I reafly think there's nothing else, Miss Day.' 
prepared to sit down, looking musingly out 
of* the window at Smart’s enjoyment ot the rich 
grass. ‘ Nobody seems to care about ifee,’ she mur- 
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mured, with large lost tyts fixed upon the sky 
beyond Smart. | 

* Perhaps Mr. Shiner does,* said Dick, in the toi^p 
of a slightly injured man. 

‘ Yes, I forgot — he does, I know.* Dick precipi- 
tately regretted that he had suggdsted^ Shiner, since it 
had produced such a miserable j^esult as thLs. 

' * ril warrant you^ll caie for somebody veqr much 

indeed ahotlier day, won’t you, Mr. Dewy ? ’ she con- 
tinued, looking very feelingly into the mathematical 
centre of his eyes. 

‘ Ah, ril warrant I shall,* said Dick, feelingly too, 
and looking back into her dark pupils, whereupon 
tl^ey were turned aside. ^ 

* I meant,* she went on, preventing him frgm 
speaking just as*he was going to narrate a forcible 
story about his feelings ; ‘ I meant that nobody* 
comes to I see if I have returned — not even the 
vicar.* • 

‘ If you want to see him, I*E call at the vicarage 
directly we have had some tea.* 

‘ No, t£0 1 1 , Don’t let him come down here, whjit- 
ever you do, ’^hilst I am in silch a state of disarrange- 
ment. Parsons look %o miserable and awkward when 
oik’s house is in muddle ; walking abo^t, and 
m&k^ng impossible suggestions in quaint academic 
phrases till your 'flesh erfseps \nd yofl wish'^ the^ 
dead. Do you take sugar ? * • ‘ 

Nfr. Maybold was at this instant seen comiqif^ 
the path. * 

* There I * That’s he coming I How I wish you 
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were not here ! — that is, hcJw awkward — dear, dear ! ’ 
she exclaimed, with a quick sfecent of blood to her 
face, and irritated with Dick rather than the vicar, 
f^s it seemed. * 

Pray don’t hq alarmed on my account, Miss Day 
— good-afternoon 1 ’ said Dick in a huff, putting on 
his hat, and leaving the loojn hastily by the back- 
door. 

The horse was caught and put in, and on mount- 
ing the shafts to start he saw through iht window the 
vicar, standing upon som*e books piled in a chair, and 
driving a nail into the wall ; Fancy, with a demure 
glance, holding the canary-cage up to as if she 
had never in her life thought ^f anything but >ficarj» 
and canaries.* 
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VIII 

For several minutes Dick drove along homeward, 
fvithHhe inner eye of ^reflection so anxiously set on 
his passages at arms with Fancy, that ‘the road»and 
scenery were a thin mist over the real pictures 
of his mind. Was she a coquette ? The balanc? 
between* the evi4ence that she did® love him and 
that she did not was so nicely struck, that his 
opinion had no stability. She had let him put his 
hand upon hers ; she had allowed her gaze to drop, 
plumb inter the depths of his — ^his into hers — ^tkree 
or four times ; her manner had been very free^with 
regard lo the basi® and towel ; she had appeared 
Wxed at the mention of Shiner. On the ol^her hand, 
Jfar had^ driven him about th^house like a quiet dog 
or cat, said Shiner cared ^or her, and seemed‘anxious 
th^t Mr, Maybold should do the same. * ^ 

Thii^ing thus as he neared the handpost at MelN 
stock Cross, sitting on tjie front board of the spring- 
cart — his legs on the outside, and his whole fiUme 
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jigging up and down liki a candle-flame to the time 
of Smart’s trotting — ^who should he see coming down 
tl*e hill but his father in the light wagon, quivering 
, up and down on a smaller scale of shakes, those 
merely caused l'^ the stones in the road. They were 
soon crossing each other’s front. 

‘ Wch-hey ! ’ said ‘the tranter to Smiler. 

* Weh-hey I * said Dick/to Smart, in,^n^echo of" 
the same voice. 

‘ Th’st hauled her back, I suppose ? ’ Reuben 
inquired peaceably. 

* Yes,’ said Dick, with such a clinching period at 
the end that it seemed he was ilever going to add 
another word. Smiler, thinhing this the close*of the 
coiwersatiori, prepared to move on. 

^ ‘ Weh-hey ! ’ said the tranter. * f tell thee what it 
is, Dick. That there maid is taking up thy thoughts 
more than’s ^ood for thee, my sonny.* Thou’rt 
never happy now unless th’rt making thyse?f miser- 
able about her in one-way or another.’ 

‘ I don’t know about that, f^her ’ said Dick 
raftier stupidly. • • 

^But I do — ^Wey, Smiler! — ’Od rqUthe women, 
^is nothing else wi’ ’em nowaditys^but getting young 
men anci leadipg ’em astray.’ * 

Pooh, father I jspu just repeat ^ wh^t all «rfie 
common worfd says ; that*s all you do.’ 

*^he world’s a very sensible feller on things in 
^jineral, Dick ; very sensible indeed.* * , 

' Dick looke(} into the distance at a vast expanse 
of 'mortgaged estate. ‘ I wish I was as rich as a 
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squire when he^s as poor al a crow/ he murmured ; 
* I'd soon ask Fancy sAne thing.' 

‘ I wish so too, wi’ all my heart, sonny ; thatr I 
do. Well, mind what beest about, that's all.' 

Smart moved on a step or two. ‘ ^Supposing now, 
father, — We-hey, Smart 1 — I did think a little about 
her. and 1 had a chance^ which* I ha'n’t ; don't you 
'“think slje's.a very good sirt of — of--one ? 

* Ay, good ; she's good enough. When you've 
made up your mind to marry, take the first respect- 
able body that comes to l and — she's as good as any 
other ; they be all alike in the groundwork ; 'tis only 
in the flourishes there's a difference. She's good 
enough ; but I can't s^e what the nation a young 
feller like you — wi' a comfortable house and home, 

and father and mother to take care o' thee, and who 
1 

sent 'ee to a school so good that twas hardly fs^ir 
to the other childi^n — should want tb go hollering 
after a young woman for, when she's quietly making 
a husband in her pocket, and hot troubled by chick 
nor chiel, to makp a poverty-stric' wife and family of 
her, and neither hat, cap, wig, nor waistcoat to Itet 
’em up with\.,be drowned if I can see it, and that's 
the* long Mid the short, o't, my sonny.' ^ 

Dick looked at Smart's ears, therj up ftie hill ; 
biit^o reason ^was suggested any object that nSet 
his gaze. • * 

‘ for about the same reason 'that you did, faj^e:^ 
I suppose. ' ‘ ^ 

* Dang it^ my sonny, tljou'st got m^ there 1 ' And 
the tranter gave vent to a grim admiration, with fhe 
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mien of a man who wal too magnanimous not to 
appreciate artistically a sligm rap on the knuckles, 
et^en if they were his own. 

* Whether or no/ said Dick, * I asked her a thing 
going along the.foad.’ 

‘ Come to that, is it ? Turk 1 won’t thy mother 
be in a taking I Wdl, she’^ ready, I don’t doubt ? ’ 

* I didn’t ask’ her anyming about having me 
and if you’ll let me speak, I’ll tell ’ee what I want 
to know. I just said, Did she care abcAit me ? ’ 

‘ Piph-ph-ph I ’ 

* And then she said nothing for a quarter of a 
mile, and then she said she didn’t know. Now, 
what I want to know is, what was the meaning (if 
that speech ? ’ The latter words were spoken reso- 
lutely, as if he didn’t care for the ridicule of all the 

fathers in creation. 

‘ The meaifing of that speech #is,’ the tfanter re- 
plied deliberately, ‘ that the meaning is meafit to be 
rather hid at present. Well, Dick, as an honest 
father to thee, I don’t pretend to, deqy what you 
d’Rnow well enough ; that is, that ht^ father being 
rather better in the pocket than we, I sfeotild^ welcome 
Jjer ready enough if it must be sbmebody.’ ^ 

‘ But^what jl’y® think she really did fnean ? ’ said 
thh unsatisfied Dick. ^0 , • « * 

I’m afeard I am not d’ much account in guess- 
ing^ especially as I was not there when she ^aid 
*^it, ^a*d seeing that your mother was the only 
*’ooman I evej cam’ into ♦such close ^quarters as 
that with/ 
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‘ And what did mother ssiy to you when you asked 
her ? * said Dick musingly. 

‘ I don*t see that that will help ^ee.' 

‘ The principle is the same.’ 

* Well — ay : what did she sa^ ?, tet’s see. I was 
oiling my working-day boots without taking ’em off, 
and wi’ my head hanring d&wn, when she just 
brushed on by the garden hatch like a flittering leaf. 
“ Ann,” I said, says I, and then, — but, Dick, I’m 
afeard ’twill be no help to thee ; for we were such 
a rum couple, your mother ^tnd I, leastways one half 
was, that is myself — and your mother’s charms was 
more in the manner than the material.’ 

• * Nfever mind ! “ Ann,” said you.’ 

* “ Arm,” said I, as I was saying . , • “ Arm,” 
I said to her when was oiling my working-d^ 
boots wi’ my head hanging down, “ Woot hae me ?,” 
.... Wliat came «iext I can’t quite call up at this 
distance o’ time. Perhaps your mother would know, 
— she’s got a better memory foi her little triumphs 
than I. ^ Hqwewjr, the long and the short o’ the 
story is that'^e were married somehow, as I fotfiid 
afterwards. ^iTwas on White TUfesday, — Mellstbck 
Qub walked the ^anfle day, every man two and two^ 
and a fine d4^ ’twas, — ^hot as fire, — ^hgw the sun did 
strike do^n upon my back goiqg to church I I wfell 
can mind what a bath o* sweating I wa^ in, body 
andfisoul 1 But Fance will ha’ thee, Dick — she 'vjon’t 
walk with another chap — no such good luck.’ • , 

* I don’t ^know about^that,’ said Pick, whipping 
at Smart’s flank in a fanciful way, which, as Smart 
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knew, meant nothing in comection with going 
on. ‘ There’s Pa’son Maylfcld, too — that’s all 
agslinst me.’ 

, ‘ What about he ? She’s never been stufiing 
into thy innoceni» he£^ that he’s in love with her ? 
Lord, the vanity o’ maidens ! ’ 

‘ No, no. But he balled, and she looked at him 
^in such a^ way, and at me/ in such a way-p-quite ' 
different the ways were, — ^and as I was coming off, 
there was he hanging up her birdcage.’ • 

‘ Well, why shouldn’t the man hang up her bird- 
cage ? Turk seize it all, what’s that got to do wi’ 
it ? Dick, that thou beest a white-lyvored chap I 
don’t say, but if thou beestn’l as mad as a cappel-* 
faced bull, let me smile no more.’ 

. -O, ay.’ 

\ And what’s think now, Dick ? ’ 

* I don’t know.’ • 

‘ Here’s another pretty kettle o’ fish foi' thee. 
Who d’ye think’s the bilter weed in our being turned 
jdut ? Did our party tell ’ee ? ’ # . ^ 

‘t^o. Why, Pa’son Maybold, I suppdse.’ 

• ‘ Shiner, — because he’s in love with ’ fhy^ young 

^man, ^nd d’want to see her ybiapg figure sitting 
up at that queej: instrument, and her yoting fingers 
nurfstrumming upon ^Jie keys.’ , • • • 

A sharp ^ado of sweet ahd bitter was going on 
in Di^ during this communication from his father. 
|i^ Shi|^ef ’s a fool ! — ^no, that’s not it ; I don’t be- 
lieve any such Ihing, fathen Why, Shijjier would 
never take a bold step like that, unless she’d 
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been a little made ip to^ and had taken it kindly. 
Pooh I ' ' 

‘ Who*s to say she didn’t ? ’ 

‘ I do.’ 

‘ The more fool you.’ 

* Why, father of me ? * 

‘ Has she ever doneunore t& thee ? ’ 

‘No.’f 

‘ Then she has done as much to he — rot ’em ! 
Now, Dick,* this is how a maid is. She’ll swear 
she’s dying for thee, and she is dying for thee, and 
she will die for thee ; but she’ll fling a look over 
t’other shoulder* at another young feller, though 
'never leaving off dying for thee just the same.’ 

‘ She’s not dying for me, and so sh^ didn’t 'fling 
a look at him.’ , ^ 

‘ But she may be dying for him, for she looked at 
thee.’ ‘ 

‘ I ‘don’t know what to make of it at all,’ said 
Dick gloomily. * 

* All I c^n make of it is,’ the tranter said, raising 
his whip, irtanging his different joints and mu&:les, 
and motioiting to the horse to nlbve on, * that if you 
can’t read a inaid's mind by her motions, nature 
d’seem to ^ay thou’st ought to be a, bachelor. Clk, 
cli: ! Smiler J ’ And the traatfer moved on. ‘ 

Dick held Smart’s refti firm^ly, and the whole ton- 
cem of horse, cart, ^d man remained rooted 4n the 
lane. How long this condition would have lastea 
is unknovm, had not Dick’s thoughts, after adding 
up numerous items of misery, gradually wandered 
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round to the fact that as Something must be done, 
it could not be done by staying^:here all night. 

Reaching home he went up to his bedroom, shut 
the door as if he were going to be seen no more in 
this life, and takipg a sheet of paper and uncorking 
the ink-bottle, he began a letter. The dignity of the 
writer’s mind was so 'powerfully apparent in every 
line of this effusion that it obscured tl;e logical 
sequence of facts and intentions to an appreci- 
able degree ; and it was not at all clea/ to a reader 
whether he there and then left off loving Miss Fancy 
Day ; whether he had never loved her seriously, and 
never meant to ; whether he had 6een dying up to 
the present moment, and novj intended to get'welb 
again; or whether he had hitherto been in good 
health, and intended to die for her fofthwith. 

** &e put this letter in an envelope, sealed it up, 
directed it in a stern handwriting of straight dashes — 

• easy flourishes being rigorously excluded. He walked 
with it in his pocket down the lane in strides not 
fOL inch less than three feet long. , Reaching her 
gate^he put on a resolute expression-*^-tfhen put it 
moS again, turned back homeward, tore yp^his letter, 
sat down. * • 

» That letter was altogether in a wrong*tone — ^thaf 
he must own. A heartless man-of-the-world^one wji# 
what the juncture required. • That he rather wanted 
*her, md rather did hot want her — ^the latter for 
Ihoice > but that as a member of socifety h^ didn’t 
xflind making a ^uery in jaupty terms, which could 
only* be answered in the same way : did she mean 
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anything by her bearing^ towards him, or did she 
not ? 

This letter was considered so satisfactory in erery 
way that, being put into the hands of a little boy, 
and the order given that he was to jun with it to the 
school, he was told in addition not to look behind 
him if Dick called after him to bring it back, but 
to rur^ a|^mg with it juk.t the sanie. Ha/ing taken 
this precaution against vacillation, Dick watched his 
messenger down the road, and turned into the house 
whistling an air in such ghastly jerks and starts, that 
whistling seemed to be the act the very furthest 
removed from that which was instinctive in such a 
«youtSi. ^ 

The letter was left as ordered : the 'next morning 
came and passed — and no answer. The next. The 
next. Friday night came, Dick resolved that i? no' 
answer or sign Ayere given by her tlie next day, on 
Sunday he would meet her face to face, and have 
it all out by word of mouth. * 

‘ Dick,’ saidjiis father, coming in from the garden 
at that 'moment — in each hand a hive of bees tied in 
a cloth to prevent their egress — M think you’d bett:* 
take these two s?y|Jirms of bees to Mrs. Maybold!s 
to-morrow,* instead o’ me, and I’ll go wi’ ^miler and 
live wagon.' ^ ♦ 

It was a relief ; foi» Mrs. Maybold, the viear’s 
mgther, who had just taken into her heacl a fancy for 
keeping bees*(pleasantly disguised under the pretenct 
of its being an econondcal wish to produce her owh 
honey), lived near the watering-place of Budmouth- 
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Regis, ten miles off, and tlie bijsiness of transporting 
the hives thither would occupy the whole day, and to 
some extent annihilate the vacant time between this 
evening and the coming Sunday. The best spring- 
cart was washed throughout, the axles oiled, and the 
bees placed therein for the journey. 
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DRIVING ilUT OF BUDMOUTlf 

.1 

An easy bend of neck and » graceful set of 
head ; full and wavy bundles of dark:brown bait ; 
light fall of little feet ; pretty devices on the skirt 
of thfe dress ? clear deep eyes ; in short, a bunch of 
sweets : it was Fancy I Diclt*s heart went round 
to her with a ri^^h. • 

The scene was the comer of* Mary Street in 
Budmouth-Regis, near^the King’s statue, at which 
point the white angle of the last house in the row cut 
^)erpendicularly an embayed and nearly*^ motionless 
emanse of salt water projected from the outos ocean — 
ro^ay lit in bright tones of green ^d opal. Dick and 
Shbart hfid just emerged from the street, £uid there on 
the right, against the brilliant sheet of liquid colour 
stood Fsificy Day; and sfie tinned an(ireA>gmzedhim. 

l3ick suspended his thoughts of the letter and 
wondtt* at how she came there by driving close 
tp the chains of the Esplanade — incontinently dis- 
placing two chaflrmen, who 'had just come to life 
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for the summer in new tlean shirts and revivified 
clothes, and being firmest displaced in turn by a 
rigid boy rattling along with a baker’s cart, and 
looking neither to the right nor the left. He asked 
if she were going to Mellstock that night. 

‘ Yes, I’m waiting for the* car?ier,’ she replied, 
seeming, too, to suspend thoughts of the letter. 

• . ‘ Now I can drive (vou home nicely,, and you 
save half an hour. Will yc come with me ? ’ 

As Fancy’s power to will an)rthing seemed to 
have departed in some mysterious manner at that 
moment, Dick settled the matter by getting out 
and assisting her into the vehicle without another 
.word. 

• f 

The temporary flush upon her cheek changed 
to a lesser hue, which was permanent, and at 
length their eyes met ; there was present between 
them a certain feeling of embarijassment, which 
arises, at such moments when all the instinctive 
acts dictated by the positioij have been performed. 
Dick, being engaged with the reins, thought less 
of thisj* a\^]fwardness than did Fancy, who, had 
nothing* to do but to feel his presence, and_to 
be mefre and m^re conscious of the fact, that 
^y accepting ^ seat beside him in this^ way sbe 
cuccumbedr to the tone of his note! Smart jogged 
along, and * Dibk jogged, ^id the •helpless Fancy 
necessarily jogged, too ; and she felt that s|;ie was 
in a measure captured and made a prisoner. ' ^ 

‘I*am so much obliged to you for* your 
cornpany,* Miss Day/ he observefi, as they drove 
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past the two semicirculai* bays of the Old Royal 
Hotel, where His Majesty KiAg George the Third 
had many a time attended the balls of the burgesses. 

To Miss Day, crediting him with the same 
consciousness of mastery — a consciousness of which 
he was perfectly mnoitent — this remark sounded like 
a magnanimous intension to s^oothe her, the captive. 

‘ I didnjt come* for the pleasure of obliging ygpn- 
•with my. company,’ she said. * 

The answer had an unexpected m^iner of in- 
civility in it that must have been rather surprising 
to young Dewy. At the same time it may be 
observed, that when a young woman^ returns a 
rude answer to a young man’s civil remark, .her, 
heart is in a state which argues rather hopefully for 
his case than'otherwise. • 

There was silence betweeif them till they had left 
the *sea-front and passed about twenty of the trees 
that ornamented the road leading up out of th^ town 
towards Casterbridge apd Mellstock. 

‘ Though I didn’t come for that purpose either, I 
woul^ have done it,’ said Dick at the twey^-fitst tree. 
^^JJow, Mr. Dewy, no flirtation, because wrong, 
and I don’t wish it.’ « ^ • * 

. •'Dick seated himself afresh just &s h^ had beeif 
sittiiig before, arranged his looks very eifiphatically^ 
and cleaied his»throat.* » * * 

» ‘ Really, anybody would think you had met me 

business and were just going to commence,’ said 
the lidy intractably. 

* Yes, they w<Juld.’ 
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‘ Why, you never have^ to be sure I ’ 

This was a shaky beginning. He chopped round, 
and said cheerily, as a man who had resolved never 
to spoil his jollity by loving one of womankind — 

‘ Well, how are you getting on, Miss Day, at 
the present time ? Gaily, •! dSn't doubt for a 
moment.’ ^ , 

‘ 1 am not gay, Dicl^ ; you know that ’ 

‘ eJaily doesn’t mean decked in gay dresses.’ 

‘ I didn’tsuppose gaily was gaily dressed. Mighty 
me, what a scholar you've grown I ’ 

‘ Lots of things have happened to you this spring, 

I see.’ • 

f 

^•What have you seen ? ’ 

‘ 0, nothing ; I’ve heard, I mean It’ 

* What haw you heard ? ’ 

‘ The name of a pr^ty man, with brass studs and 
a copper ring and a tin watch-chain, a little m^ixed 
up with your own. That’s all.’ ^ 

* That’s a very unkind picture of Mr. Shiner, for 
that’s who you mean I The studs are gold, as you 
know, *an4 jt’s a real silver chain ; the ring I, can’t 
conscientiously defend, and he only wore it once.J!^ 

* ‘ Hfc might ha^je worn it a hundred times without 
‘showing i^ half'so much.’ 

‘ Well, he’s nothing to me,’ she sterenely obsq;^ed. 

‘ Not anjr nfore than, I ® c 

‘ Now, Mr. Dewy,’ said Fancy severely, * cprtainly 
he isn’t anymiore to me than you are I ’ 

‘ bfot so much ? ’ 

She lobked aside to consider tHfe precise compass 
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of that question. ‘ That I*can*t exactly answer/ she 
replied with soft archness. 

they were going rather slowly, another spring- 
cart, containing a farmer, farmer’s wife, and farmer’s 
man, jogged past them ; and the farmer’s wife and 
farmer’s man ey^d tlfe couple very curiously. The 
farmer never looked up from the horse’s tail. 

‘ Why can’t yftu exactly answer ? ’ said Digjs^ 
•quickening Smart a little, and jogging on just behind 
the farmer and farmer’s wife and man. • 

As no answer came, ahd as their eyes had nothing 
else to do, they both contemplated the picture pre- 
sented in front, and noticed how the farmer’s wife 
sat flattened between the two jnen, who bulgedK)ver, 
each^end of •the seat to give her room, till they 
almost sat upon their respective wheels ; and they 
looked too at the farmer’s wife’^silk mantlo, inflating 
itself between h«r shoulders like a balloon a!id sink- 

t 

, ing flat again, at each jog of the horse. The fag-mer’s 
wife, feeling their eyes -sticking into her back, looked 
over her shoulder. Dick dropped ten yards further 
behind. 

Eancy, why cai;’t you*answer ? ’ he^repeated. 

‘ Because how much you ase^ to me depends 
pU^on* how much I am to you,’ ^aid she in lo\f 
tones * ^ 

* Jlvefythingf,’ said l5ick, putting His Hand towards 
•hers, and casting enlphatic eyes upon the up^er 
aurve o^ her cheek. • 

• * iJow, Richard Dewy, no touching me I I didn’t 
say in what way your thinking of me affected^ the 
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question — perhaps inver^bly, don't you see ? No 
touching, sir I L6ok^, goodness me, don't, Dick 1 ' 
The cause of her sudden start was the unpleasant 
appearance over Dick's right shoulder of an empty 
timber-wagon and four journeymen-carpenters re- 
clining in lazy postures inside* it, tfieir eyes directed 
upwards at various oblique angles into the surround- 
world, the chief object of their existence being 
apparently to criticize to the very backbone and* 
marrow every animate object that came within the 
compass of their vision. This difficulty of Dick’s 
was overcome by trotting on till the wagon and 
carpenters were* beginning to look rather misty 
^by reason of a filnj of dust that accompanied 
their wagon-wheels, and rose aroimd their treads 
like a fog. 

‘ Say you love me* Fancy.* * 

* No/ Dick, certainly not ; 'tisn’t^'time to do that 
yet.' . 

‘ Why, Fancy ? ' 

“ ‘ Miss Day ” is better at present — don't mind 
my sayings so ; and I ought not to have celled 
you Dick.^ ^ • , i 

* * Nohsense I when you know that I would do 
linything on eafth for your love. Why, you make ' 
f ^y one^ think that loving Js a thing that cait be 
done and un^lone, and put on and p&t off al a piere 
whim.' , • * < * 

‘ No, no, i don't,' she said gently ; ‘ bqt there 
are things which tell me I ought not to give way to 
much thinking about you, even if— ^ 
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‘ But you want to, don’iP you ? ^ Yes, say you do ; 
.it is best to be truthful. Whatever they may say 
about a woman’s right to conceal where her love 
lies, and pretend it doesn’t exist, and things like 
that, it is not be^t ; I do know it. Fancy. And an 
honest woman in that, as well as in all her daily 
concerns, shines most* brightly, and is thought most 
of in the Idng-run ’ # • , 

‘ Well then, perhaps, Dick, I do love you a little,’ 
she whispered tenderly ; * but I wish ;fDu wouldn’t 
say any more now.’ * 

‘ I won’t say any more now, then, if you don’t 
like it, dear. But you do love me a fittle, don’t you ? ’ 

* Now you ought not to want me to keep sajying* 
things twice** I can’t say any more now, and you 
must be content with what you have.^ 

may at any rate call you Fancy ? There’s no 
harm in that.’ * , * 

‘ Yes, you may.’ • 

‘ And you’ll not call "me Mr. Dewy any more ? ’ 

, ‘ Very well.’ 
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FURTHER ALONG THE ROAD ' 

« 

ll 

Dick’s ypirits* having risen in the course of these 
tadnlissions of his sweetheart, he now touched Smart 
with the whip ; and on Smart^s neck, not far behind 
his ears. Smart, who had been lost in thought Ibr 
some tiirie, never dreaming that Dick could r^ach 
so far with a whip which, on this particular journey, 
had never been extended further than his flank, 
tossed his head, and scamperfed along with exceeding 
briskness, which was very pleasant to the young 
couple behind him till, turning a bend in the ^oad, 
they came instantly upon the farmer, farmer^s* illStHj 
wid farmer's wifC with the flapping mantle, ^11 
jogging on'-jusl the same as ever. 

* Bother fhose people 1 JEJere we are upon them 

again.’ ‘ r 

Well, of course. They have as much rjlght to 
the ro^d as we.’ c ^ ^ 

* Yes, but it is provoking to ly; overlooked so. 
I like a road all to myself. Look what a lumbering 
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affair theirs is 1 ’ The wAeels of the farmer’s cart, 
just at that moment, jogged into a depression run- 
nirig across the road, giving the cart a twist, where- 
upon all three nodded to the left, and on coming 
out of it all threj nodded to the right, and went on 
jerking their backs in*and out as usual. ‘ We’ll pass 
them when the road gl‘ts wider.’ 

When hn opportunity auemed to offer, itjelf 
‘carrying this intention into effect, they heard light 
flying wheels behind, and on their quafttering there 
whizzed along past them*a brand-new gig, so brightly 
polished that the spokes of the wheels sent forth a 
continual quivering light at one point in» their circle, 
and .all the panels glared lik« mirrors in Dick! and 
Fancy’s eyes.* The driver, and owner as it appeared, 
was really a handsome man; his Companion was 
Shmer. Both turned round as they paSsed Dick 
and Fancy, and stared with bold i^dmiration in her 
face till they were obliged to attend to the operation 
of passing the farmer. • Dick glanced for an instant 
at Fancy while she was undergoing .their scrutiny ; 
thei» returned to his driving with pother a sad 
,<r»&;mtenance. 

* Why are you so silent ? ’ she*said, after a while, 
with real concern. 

‘•Nothing.’ * ^ , 

‘,Ye^ it is,*Dick. I cohldn’t help those people 
passing,* * 

* ‘ I tnow that.’ 

’ ‘ ^ou look ^ffended wilji me. What have I 
dond ? ’ 
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‘ I can’t tell without offending you.’ 

‘ Better out.’ * * 

‘ Well,’ said Dick, who seemed longing to Vill, 
even at the risk of offending her, ‘ 1 was thinking 
how different you in love are frpm me in love. 
Whilst those men were staring, you dismissed me 
from your thoughts altogether,* and — ’ 

You <;an’t offend me* further now ; teil all 1 ’ 

‘ And showed upon your face a pleased sense of 
being attractive to ’em.* 

‘ Don’t be silly, Dick i ’You know very well I 
didn’t.’ 

Dick shook his head sceptically, and smiled. 

* Dick, I always brieve flattery if possible— 

it was possible then. Now there’s dn open^con- 
fession of weakhess. But 1 showed no consciousness 
of it.’ 

Dick,* perceivjpg by her look fnat she would 
adhero to her statement, charitably forbore sa)dng 
anything that could make her prevaricate. The sight 
of Shiner, too,fchad recalled another branch of the, 
subject to this mind ; that which had been*- his 
greatest *t>ovble till her Company and words "hctcL. 
obscureS its probability. 

* * By the «way, 'Fancy, do you know why our quire ‘ 
ia^o be dismissed ? * . ^ « 

‘ No : except that it ns Mr. Maybold’s ivish. for 
m^to play the organ.* ‘ ' ^ * 

‘ Do^you kViow how it came to be his wish ?« * ^ 

‘ That I don’t.* , ^ 

* Mr* Shiner, being churchwarden, has persuaded 
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the vicar ; who, however, Vas willing enough before. 
Shiner, I know, is crazy to see you playing every 
Sijnday ; I suppose he*ll turn over your music, for 
the organ will be close to his pew. But — I know 
you have never encouraged him ? * 

* Never once ! ’ said Fancy emphatically, and 
with eyes full of ea^mest truth. ‘ I don’t like him 
indeed, and I nether heard^of his doing tlj^is bef^rcT 
I have always felt that I should like to play in a 
church, but I never wished to turn you and your 
choir out ; and I nevei* even said that I could play 
till I was asked. You don’t think for a moment 
that I did, surely, do you ? ’ * • 

M know you didn’t, dear.’, • • 

‘Pr that* I care the least morsel of a bit for 
him?’ ’ • • 

know you don’t.’ * * 

The distance between Budmoi^th and iClellstock 
was ten or eleven miles, and there being a good 
inn, ‘ The Ship,* four miiles out of Budmouth, with 
a mast and cross-trees in front, Dick’s custom in 
driving thither was to divide the journey into three 
sts^s by resting at this ihn going andicoThing, and 
not troubling the Budmouth stablds at all, whenever His 
^sifto the town was a mere call and Seposit, as to-day. 

Fancy was ushered into a little tea-i;pom, 

Dic;)c Wient to* the stal)les to see to the feeding of 
Smart. In*face of thfe significant twitches of fealjpire 
ithat '^ere visible in the ostler and labouring men 
idling around, I)ick endeavoyred to look unconscious 
of the fact that there was any sentiment betyreen 
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him and Fancy beyond a ^ranter^s desire to carry a 
passenger home. ‘He* presently entered the inn and 
opened the door of Fancy’s room. c 

* Dick, do you know, it has struck me that it 

is rather awkward, my being here^ alone with you 
like this. I don’t think you *nad .better come in 
with me.* • * 

^iThat’^rather unpleasant, dear*’ « 

‘ Yes, it is, and I wanted you to have some tea 
as well as mycelf too, because you must be tired.’ 

‘ Well, let me have some Vith you, then. I was 
denied once before, if you recollect, Fancy.’ 

‘ Yes, yes^ neveV mind I And it seems unfriendly 
of mtf now, but I don’t, know what to do.’ » 

* It shall be as you say, then.’ Dfck begap to 

retreat with a dissatisfied wrinkling of 'face, and a 
farewell glance at the cosy tea-tray. * 

* But \ou don’^t see how it is, Wck, when you 
speak like that,’ she said, with more earnestness than 
she had ever shown before. •‘You do know, that 
even if I care vf ry- much for you, I must remember 
that I have^a difficult position to maintain. ^The 
vicar would riot like me, Vis his. schoolmistress, «to . 
indulge in a /e/e-h’^ke anywhere with anybody.* 

' ‘ But I am not any body I * exclaimed Dick. * 
^ No, mean with a young man ; ’ and che 
added softly, ‘ unless I were really engaged to, be 
mailed to him.* , * ‘ * 

* Is that all ? Then, dearest, deafest, why we ’ID 
be engaged at once, to l>e sure we vjill, and down I 
sit I ^There it is, as easy as a glove 1 ’ 
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* Ah I but suppose I won't^I And, goodness me, 
what have I done 1 ^ she faltered, getting very red. 
‘ Positively, it seems as if I meant you to say 
that I ’ 

‘ Let’s do it i I mean get engaged,* said Dick. 
‘ Now, Fancy, will you be my wife ? * 

‘ Do you know, Dick, it \^as rather unkind of you 
to say what you did conr<ing along the»ro^d/^ohe 
remarked, as if she had not heard the latter part of 
his speech ; though an acute observe! might have 
noticed about her breast, as the word ‘ wife * fell 
from Dick’s lips, a soft silent escape of breaths, with 
very short rests between each. 

‘•What did I say ? ’ • 

‘ About my trying to look attractive to those men 
in the gig.’ * * 

You couldn’t help looking so, whethe! jrou tried 
or no. And, P^ncy, you do care fpr me ? ’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Very much ? ’ • 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘•And you’ll be my own wife ? ’ 

^-Her heart quickened, adding to andhvitlidrawing 
from her cheek varying tones* ©f red to match 
each varying thought. Dick looked exj)ectantly at 
the ^ipe tint of her de^cate mouth, waijing^ for wliAt 
was^coifiing forth. * 

‘ Yes — if^ father wift let me.’ . 

Djok drew himself close to her, compresyng his 
lips and pouting them out, fiis if he wer^ about to 
whis’tle the softest melody known. 

• 167 ^ 



UNDER THE GREENVOOD TREE 

* O no ! ' said Fan^y solemnly. 

The modest Dick drew back a little. 

‘ Dick, Dick, kiss me and let me go instantly ! 
— there's somebody coming ! ' she whisperingly ex- 
claimed. 


* % * •* 

OTalf ar. hour afterwards Dick emerged from the 
inn, and if Fancy’s lips had been real cherries 
probably Didk’s would have appealed deeply stained. 
The landlord was standing in the yard. 

‘ Heu-heu ! hay-hay, Master Dewy 1 Ho-ho I ’ he 
laughed, letiing the laugh slip out gently and by de- 
grees that it might make little noise in its exit,* and 
smiting Dick under the fifth rib at the same rime. 

‘ This will never do, upon my life, Master Dewy ! 
calling for tay for a feymel passenger, and then 
going in and sitting down and having some too, and 
biding such a fine long time I ’ 

‘ But surely you know ? ’• said Dick, with great 
apparent surprise. ‘ Yes, yes ! Ha-ha 1 ’ smiting, 
the landlord’ \inder the ribs in return. 

‘ Why, wfiat ? Yes, yes ; ha^ha 1 * 

‘ You know, of bourse I ' 

* Yes, of course 1 But — ^that is — I don’t.' 

‘ Whyrab 9 ut 7 -between thaj young lady and nfe ? ' 
nodding to the windoifr of the room thal Fancy 
octupied. 

' Nq ; not I ! ’ said the innkeeper, bringjn|; hie. 
eyes into cjircles. 

you don’t ! ’ 
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‘ Not a word, Til take ftiy oath I * 

‘ But you laughed when I iSughed/ 

^ Ay, that was me sympathy ; so did you when I 
laughed I ’ 

‘ Really, you don’t know ? Goodness — not know- 
ing that I ’ * • 

‘ ril take my oath^I don’t I ’ 

‘ O yesf’ said Dick, with^frigid rhetoric^of jjit^dng 
•astonishment, ‘ we’re engaged to be married, you see, 
and I naturally look after her.’ • 

‘ Of course, of cours6 ! I didn’t know that, and 
I hope ye’ll excuse any little freedom of mine, Mr. 
Dewy. But it is a very odd thing f I w;^s talking to 
your, father very intimate abopt family matters*only, 
last Friday in the world, and who should come in 
but Keeper *Day, and wfe all then fhll a-talking o’ 
family matters ; but neither •one o’ them said a 
mortal word about it ; knowen me too so mafty years, 
and I at your father’s own wedding. ’Tisn’t what I 
should have expected Uom an old neighbour 1 ’ 

* Well, to say the truth, we hadn’t tpld father of the 
engagement at that time ; in fact, ’twas^’t s*ettled.’ 

Ah 1 the business waS done Sunday. "Yes, yes, 
Sunday’s the courting day. Heivljeu ! ’ 

• * No, ’twasn’t done Sunday in particular.’ 

‘•After schoof-hours this week ? Well,*aj,rery gogrf 
tim^ a very pibper good time.’ 

‘ Qno, ’tVasn’t dorte then.’ , 

* Coming along the road to-day then* I supjjose ? ’ 

‘ tfoi at all ; I wouldn’t think of getting engaged 

in a ‘dog-cart.’ 
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* Dammy — might as have said at once, the 
when be blowed l‘ -^yhow, ’tis a hne day, and I 
hope next time you'll come as one.' ^ 

Fancy was duly brought out and assisted into the 
vehicle, and the newly affianced youth and maiden 
passed up the steep hill to the Ridgeway, and vanished 
in the direction of Melh tock. « 



A CONFESSION 


A CONPES^ICfftV 


• III 

It was a morning of the latter* summer-time ; a 
morning of lingering dews, when the grass is jiever 
dry in the shade. Fuchsias and dahlias were laden 
till eleven c/*clock with small dropa and dashes of 
water, changing the colour of itheir sparkle at every 
mctvement of t^e air ; and elsewhere hanging on 
twigs like small silver fruit. The Ihreads of garden 
spiders appeared thick and polished. In the dry 
and sunny places, dozens of long-legged crane-flies 
*whijzed off the grass at every step the jjabse/ took. 

JFancy Day and her friend Susan Dewy^J^the tranter's 
* daughter, were in such a spot as Jhis, pulling dowi>a 
, hough laden with early apples, 'three months had 
ela^jsed since Dick and Fancy had journeyed toget^r 
from ftadmouth, and* the course of their love had 
■ run op vigorously during the whole time. There had 
Jjeen jtist enough difficulty attending itadevelopment, 
and jrist enough finesse required in keeping it private, 
to lend the pasSon an ever-increasing freshness on 
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Fanqr*s part, whilst, whetiier from these accessories 
or not, Dick^s heaftt Had been at all times as fond as 
could be desired. But there was a cloud on Fancy^s ’ 
horizon now. 

* She is so well off — better than any of us,’ Susan 
Dewy was saying. * Her father faVms five hundred 
acres, and she might ^piarry a doctor or curate or 
anything of that kind if she contrived a little.’ 

' I don't think Dick ought to have gone to that’ 
gipsy-party fit all when he knew I couldn’t go,’ 
replied Fancy uneasily. • 

‘ He didn’t knov/ that you would not be there till 
it was too late to refuse the invitation,’ said Susan. 

* And what was she like ? Tell me.’ 

• t * 

‘ Well, she was rather pretty, I must own.’ 

* Tell straight on about her, can’t you 1 dome, 
do, Susan. How many times did you say he danced 
with hei*? ’ 

‘ Once.’ 

‘ Twice, I think you said J ’ 

‘ Indeed I’m sure I didn’t.’ 

« 

‘ Well, anjl he wanted to again, I expect.’ , 

‘ No don’t think he did. She wantqcj^ to 
dance ith him ^^in bad enough, I know. Every- ' 
^ody does yrith Dick, because he’s so handsome aKj . 
^ch a clever courter.’ • , 

* O, I wffeh I — How ^id J’ou say she wore her 

hair ? ’ • c ^ , 

‘ In long •curls, — and her hair is light, ‘and if 
curls Without being put in paper : that’s ho^ it is 

she’s so attractive.' * 

« 
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‘ She’s trying to get him away ! yes, yes, she 
is I And through keeping liiis • miserable school 

• I mustn’t wear my hair in curls 1 But I will ; 
I 3on’t care if I leave the school and go home, 
I will wear my curls I Look, Susan, do I is her 
hair as soft arM \mg as this ? ’ Fancy pulled 
from its coil under .her hat/ a twine of her own 
hair, and .stretched it down her shoulder to show 

• its length, looking at Susan to catch her Bpiifion 

from her eyes. , 

* It is about the same length as that, I think,’ 
said Miss Dewy. 

Fancy paused hopelessly. ‘ I* wish mine was 
lighter, like hers ! ’ she continued mournfully. • But 
hers isn’t so sv)ft, is it ? Tell me, now.’ 

* [ don’t know.’ » • 

Kancy abstractedly extended her vision, to survey 
a yellow buttej^fly and a red-and-black butterfly 
that were flitting along in company, and then 
became aware that Dick was advancing up the 
garden. 

• ‘^usan, here’s Dick coming; I suppose that’s 
because we’ve been talking about him.’ / • 

‘ Well, then, I shall go indoofs now — you worr t 
.want me;’ and Susan turned 'pracjically an4 
walked oflf. 

Ent^ the single-mkided, Dick, who&e only fault 

• at t6e. gipsying, or picnic, had been that of loving 
J'ancy* too exclusively, and depriving himself of 
the Sfilocent pleasure the gathering migHt have 
afforded him, b/ sighing regretfully at hfer absence, 
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— who had danced with^he rival in sheer despair 
of ever being abte tf) get through that stale, flat, 
and unprofitable afternoon, in any other way; but* 
this she would not believe. 

Fancy had settled her plan of emotion. To 
reproach Dick ? O no, not ‘ \ am in. great 
trouble,’ said she, t^ing wfcat was intended to 
be a hopelessly melancholy survey of a, few small 
apples* lying under the* tree ; yet a critical car* 
might have .noticed in her voice a tentative tone 
as to the effect of the words upon Dick when she 
uttered them. 

* What pe you in trouble about ? Tell me 

of it|’ said Dick earnestly. ‘ Darling, I will share 
it with ’ee and help ’ee.’ . 

‘ No, no : ycu can’t I Nobody can i ’ 

‘ Why .not ? Yoii don’t deserve it, whatever it 
is. Tell me, dear.’ • ' 

‘ O, it isn’t what you think I It is dreadful : 
my own sin I ’ 

‘ Sin, Fancy 1 as if you could sin ! I know it 
can’t bcf.’ 

I • 

‘ ’Tis,«’ti|? I ’ said the*youn^ lady, in a pretty 
Iktle fitsnzy of sorrow. * I have done wrong, and 
i don’t lil^e to 'tell it I Nobody will forgive imd,. 
nobody I and you above all will itot 1 ... I ]iave 
allowed mysfelf Vo — to — — ’ • • r 

* What, — not flirt ! ’ he said, controlling hig emo-* 
tion as it were by a sudden pressure inwarfl froip 
his sufface. ‘ And you said only the day* before 
yesterday that you hadn’t flirted in your life I ’ ■ 
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‘ Yes, I did ; and thai was a wicked story I I 
have let another love me, and-^* • 

* Good G — I Well, 1*11 forgive you, — ^yes, if 
you couldn't help it, — yes, I will I ' said the now 
dismal Dick. * Did you encourage him ? * 

‘ O, — I don'f kifow, — yes — no. O, I think 

so r • ^ 

* Who was it ? ^ 

A pause. 

‘ Tell me I * 

‘ Mr. Shiner.* 

After a silence that was only disturbed by 
the fall of an apple, a long-chteckecj sigh from 
Dick, and a sob from Fancy, he said with* rea{ 
austerity — • 

* ^ell it all ; — every word 1 * • 

‘»He looked at me, and !• looked at* him, and 
he *said, “ WilUyou let me show ^ou how-to catch 
bullfinches down here by the stream ? " ^d I 
— ^wanted to know yery much — I did so long 
to have a bullfinch I I couldn't help that ! — 
*andg I said, “Yes!” and then he §aid,*“Come 
he^” And I went with him down j/o the lovely 
river, and then he said to m8,^“Look knd sfee 

• Itow- I do it, and then you'll krtow : , I put this 
birdlime round this twig, and then I her^” 
he jsaid, “ arfd hide* awa^ undeif a* bush ; and 

• presently dever Misrter Bird comes and perches 
^pon*the twig, and flaps his wingtf, and you've 
got lum before you can say Jack ” — ^soinething ; 
O, O, 0, 1 forget what I ' 
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‘ Jack Sprat,’ mournfufly suggested Dick through 
the cloud of his nfise/y. 

* No, not Jack Sprat,’ she sobbed. ^ 

* Then ’twas Jack Robinson 1 ’ he said, with the 
emphasis of a man who had resolved to discover 
every iota of the truth, or die. * 

‘ Yes, that was it And then I put my hand 
upon the rail of the bridge to get across, and — 
Th&t’saIl^ 

* Well, that isn’t much, either,’ said Dick critic- 

ally, and more cheerfully. • ‘ Not that I see what 
business Shiner has to take upon himself to teach 
you anything. But it seems — it do seem there must 
have, been more than that to set you up in such a 
dreadful taking ? ’ * 

He looked into Fancy’s eyes. Misery of miseries I 
— ^guilt was written there still. ^ 

‘ No><, Fancy, you’ve not told me /ill I ’ said Dick, 
rather sternly for a quiet young man. 

‘ O, don’t speak so cruelly I I am afraid to tell 
now ! If you hadn’t been harsh, I was going on to 
tell all ; * now. I can’t ! ’ , 

‘ Come, hpai Fancy, tett : come. I’ll forgiv^.; I 
must, — ^by heaven gnd earth, I must, whether I will 
d* no ; I loye yoli so ! ’ ■ . 

Well, ^ when I put my hand on’the bridge, he 
touched it — ^ • 

I A scamp I ’ said Dick, grinding as imaginary ' 
human frame«to powder. • , 

‘ Anft then he looked at me, and at last he'lsaid^ 

“ Are you fti love with bick Dewy J ” And I said, 
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** Perhaps I am ! ” and tAen Jie ^aid, “ I wish you 
.weren't then, for I want to marry you, with all 
myisoul." ’ 

‘ There's a villain now 1 Want to marry you I ' 
And Dick quivered with the bitterness of satirical 
laughter. Then suddenly ijemembering that he 
might be reckoning Without ^is host : ‘ Unless, to 
be sure, y6u are willing to# have him, — perhf^ps you 
are,' he said, with the wretched indifference of a 
castaway. * 

‘ No, indeed I am not 1 ' she said, her sobs just 
beginning to take a favourable turn towards cure. 

* Well, then,' said Dick, coming a •little to his 
senses, ‘ you've been stretching it very mudh iw 
giving such a dreadful beginning to such a mere 
nothing. And I know what you've* done it for, — 
just^\)ecause of that gipsy-party 1 ' He tufned away 
from her and fook five paces de^risively, as if he 
» were tired of an ungrateful country, including 
herself. * You did it* to make me jealous, and 
J won’t stand it I ' He flung the words to her over 
his shoulder and then stalked on, apparently very 

«anMous to walk to the 'remotest of me Colonies 

• • 

that very minute. • • 

* O, O, O, Dick — Dick I ’ she cried, trotting after 
him* like a pet lamb, ^and really seriojisly alarmid 
at last, you'll kill me I My impulses are bad — 

* miserably wicked, — ^and I can't help it ; forgive me, 
Dick And I love you always ; and thosp times 
when you look, silly and don't seem quite good 
enough for me, — just the same, I do, Dick 1 And 

- 177 


f 



UNDER THE GREElJwOOD TREE 

there is something mgre serious, though not concern- 
ing that walk with him/ 

‘ Well, what is it ? * said Dick, altering his mind 
about walking to the Colonies ; in fact, passing to 
the other extreme, and standing ,so rooted to the 
road that he was app^^ently not even going home. 

‘ Why this,* she said, drying the beginning of a 
nev^ flQodiof tears she hsri been going to shed, ‘ this 
is the serious part. Father has told Mr. Shiner that 
he would lilce him for a son-in-law, if he could get 
me ; — that he has his right hearty consent to come 
courting me 1 ’ 
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ARRANGEM*ENi' 

Iv 

‘That is serious,* said Dick, more intellectually 
than he had spoken for a long time. • » 

Thfi truth Was that Geoffrey knew nothing about 
his daughter*s continued walks and 'meetings with 
Dick! When a hint that theri were symptoms of 
an attachment ‘between them hi^d first reached 
Geoffrey's ears, he stated so emphatically that he 
must think the matter fover before any such thing 
could be allowed that, rather unwisely on^ Dick's 
part,# whatever it might have been on .the lady's, 
Jthe lovers were careful to ^e seen togetner*no more 
in public ; and Geoffrey, forgetting the report, diS 
riSl think over the matter at all. So Mr. Shiner 
resumed his old position in Geoffrey's braia by me®* 
flux ^f time, feven Shinei* began to believe that 
"Dick existed for Fadcy no mgre, — though that 
xemar^bly easy-going man had taken no ^active 
steps on his own^ccoimt as ^ 

‘ And father has not only told Mr. Shiner tfeat,* 
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continued Fancy,. * but he has written me a letter, 
to say he should wish me to encourage Mr. Shiner, 
if 'twas convenient ! ' i 

‘ I must start off and see your father at once 1 ’ 
said Dick, taking two or three vehement steps to 
the south, recollecting that Mr. Day lived to the 
north, and coming back again. 

I J;hi(ik we had bet^^er see him together. Not 
tell him what you come for, or anything of the kind, 
until he lik^s you, and so win his brain through his 
heart, which is always the wa} to manage people. I 
mean in this way : 1 am going home on Saturday 
week to help them in the honey-taking. You might 
f coirfe there to me, ha'^^e something to eat and drink, 
and let him guess what your coming signifies, without 
saying it in so many words.' 

‘ We'li do it, dearest. But I shall ask him for 
you, flat and plain ; not wait for his guessing.' And 
the lover then stepped close to her, and attempted to 
give her one little kiss on the cheek, his lips alighting, 
however, on cn outlying tract of her back hair by 
reason of an impulse that had caused her to tmn her 
head with a jerk. * Yes,^and I'iJ put on my second- 
best suit and a ekan shirt and collar, and black my 
boots as if ^twas a Sunday. 'Twill have a good appear- 
ance, you see, and that's a great deal to start with.' 

‘ You won’t wear that old waistcoat, will you, 
D'ck ? ’ 

‘ Bless you, no I Why I — ' 

* I didn't mean to,, be personal dear Dick,' she 
sai(J, fearing she had hurt his feelings. *'Tis a 
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very nice waistcoat, but what I meant was, that 
though it is an excellent waistcoat for a settled- 
dov{n man, it is not quite one for ’ (she waited, and 
a blush expanded over her face, and then she went 
on again) — ‘ for going courting in.’ 

‘ No, I’ll wear my best 'j^rinter one, with the 
leather lining, that mother made. It is a beautiful, 
handsome •waistcoht inside^ yes, as ever, aijy body 
saw. In fact, only the other day, I unbuttoned it to 
show a chap that very lining, and he said it was the 
strongest, handsomest lifting you could wish to see 
on the king’s waistcoat himself.’ 

* 1 don’t quite know what to wear,’ she said, as 
if her habitual indifference alqne to dress had kept * 
back ^o important a subject till now; 

‘ Why, that blue frock you wore laSt week.’ 

* Doesn’t set well round the neck. I* couldn’t 
wear that.’ • 

‘ But I sha’n’t care.’ 

‘ No, you won’t mind.’ 

‘ Well, then it’s all right. Because^ you only care 
how you look to me, do you, dear ? I oidy dress for 
,you/ihat’s certain.’ , * ^ * 

* Yes, but you see I couldn’t appear in it again 
n^fy Well.’ 

‘ Any strange gentleman you mid meet in yoijr 
journey • might ‘ notice the 'set of it, I suppose. 
‘Fancy; men* in love ’don’t thiqk so much abqpt 
bowrtliey look to other women.’ It iS difficult to 
say wnether a t^ne of playfjd banter or of gentle 
reprdach prevailed in the speech. 
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* Well then, she said, with good-humoured 

frankness, * Til own^it. I shouldn't like a stranger 
to see me dressed badly, even though I am in Ipve. 
'Tis our nature, I suppose/ 

* You perfect woman ! * ^ 

* Yes ; if you lay ^the stress on* “ woman,” ’ she 
murmured, looking At a grbup of hollyhocks in 
'flower^ rpund which a, crowd of butterflies had 
gathered like female idlers round a bonnet-shop. 

* But ab^ut the dress. Why not wear the one 

you wore at our party ? * * 

‘ That sets well, but a girl of the name of Bet 
Tailor, who lives near our house, has had one made 
, almost like it (only in pattern, though of miserably 
cheap stuff), and I couldn't wear it oil that account. 
Dear me, I ant afraid I ca\i't go now.' 

* O yes, you miist ; I know you will I ' ^ said 
Dick, with dismay, ‘ Why not wkar what you've 
got o» ? ' 

‘ What I this old one I ^After all, I think that 
by wearing my gray one Saturday, I can make the 
blue one do for Sunday, Yes, I will. A hrjit or 
a bonne't, Vhich shall it be.^^ Which do Llook 
Best in*? ' 

• ‘ Well, 1 tliihk the bonnet is nicest, more qiliet 
^d matiprily.’ 

‘ What’s the'objectioh to the hat ? Does^it ^ake 
m|} look old ? ' 

‘ O no ; \he hat is well enough ; but it, makes 
you look rather too — ^jou won't mpd me saying it, 
deal?’ * 
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‘ Not at all, for I shall w&r the bonnet/ 

‘ — Rather too coquettish and^flirty for an engaged 
youifg woman/ 

She reflected a minute. ‘ Yes ; yes. Still, after 
all, the hat would do best ; hats are best, you see. 
Yes, I must wear the hat, dear Dicky, because I 
ought to wear a hat, }t)u know.’ 
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GOING NUTTING 


Diqk, dressed in his ‘ secqnd-best ’ suit, bftrst 
into Fancy’s jitting-room with a glow of pleasure 
on his face. * • 

It ^was two o’clock on Frfday, the tiay be- 
fore her contemplated visit to her father, and for 
jsome reason connected with cleaning the school 
the children had been given this Friday afternoon 
for pastime, in addition to the usual Saturday. 

‘ Kgncy I it happens just right that iu is a leisure 
half 4ay with you. jSmart'is lame in his ne*ar-foot- 
afore, ar^d so, as I can’t do anything, I’ve made a* 
h^Way afternoon of it, and am come for .you to go* 
nuttiag with me f ’ * • ^ 

Slje'Was sitting by fiie jmrlour wincfow, with a 
blue frock lying across* her lap ^d scissors in h^r 

h^d. J 

‘ Go^ nutting I Yes. But I’m afraid I can’t go 
for an hour or so.^ * 
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* Why not ? ^ 'Tis tlie only spare afternoon we 
may both have toge&ier for weeks.' 

‘ This dress of mine, that I am going to wesf,r on 
Sunday at Yalbury ; — I find it fits so badly that I 
must alter it a little, after all. I t^ld the dressmaker 
to make it by a partem I gave her at the time ; 
instead of that, she did it heV: own way, and made 
me lopk,a perfect fright,' * * 

‘ How long will you be ? ' he inqifired, looking 
rather disappointed. 

‘ Not long. Do wait aftd talk to me ; come, do, 
dear.' 

Dick sat down. The talking progressed very 
I favburably, amid the, snipping and sewing, tilLabout 
half-past two, at which time his conversation, began 
to be varied By a slight tapping upon his toe with a 
walkinp-stick he had cut from the hedge as hcf came 
along. Fancy talked and answered him, but some- 
times* the answers were so negligently given, that itf 
was evident her thoughts lay for the greater part in 
her lap with the blue dress. 

The clock struck three. Dick arose from his 
seat, walked round the fioom with his hands behm^ 
'him, examined «J1 the furniture, then sounded a 
* few notesi on the harmonium, then looked iiiSMe 
^ the books he could find, then smoothed Fcncy's • 
head with kis hand. Still ^e snipping and- ^wing 
went on. . * * • * 

The clock struck four. Dick fidgeted^ abovt, 
yawned privately ; cpunted the |fnots in the table, 
ya)^ed publicly ; counted the flies on the chiling, 
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yawned horribly ; went into the kitfhen and scullery, 
and so thoroughly studied the principle upon which 
the^pump was constructed that he could have de- 
livered a lecture on the subject. Stepping back to 
Fancy, and findipg still that she had not done, he 
went into her garden and lopked at her cabbages 
and potatoes, and reirfinded himself that they seemed 
to him to Vrear a “decidedly feminine aspfict; t^en 
pulled up st*veral weeds, and came in again. The 
clock struck five, and still the snipping* and sewing 
went on. * 

Dick attempted to kill a fly, peeled all the rind 
off his walking-stick, then threw the stick into the 
scullory because it was spoijt, produced hidfous * 
discords from "the harmonium, and Accidentally over- 
turned a vase of flowers, the water fro&i which ran in 
a rill Across the table and dribblSd to the flob^ where 
it formed a lake, the shape of which, ^fter the lapse of 
t a few minutes, he began to modify considerably with 
his foot, till it was like a>*map of England and Wales. 

* Well, Dick, you needn’t have made quite such 
a me»s.’ • 

, ‘ Well, I needn’t,, I suppose.’ He walked up to 
the blu^ dress, and looked at it P^rith a rigid gaze. 
VtSbn an idea seemed to cross his brain. • 

‘ Fancy.’ » # 

‘Yesy " “ 

’ * I thought you said*you were going to wear your 
, gray gown all day to-morrow on your trip to Yijfbury, 
arid in the evening too, when ^shall be with you, and 
ask ybur father for you ? ’ 
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‘ So I am.’ 

* And the blue one only on Sunday ? ’ 

‘ And the blue one Sunday.’ 

‘ Well, dear, I sha’n’t be at Yalbury Sunday to see it.’ 

‘ No, but I shall walk to Longpuddle church in 
the afternoon with fatjier, and such Jots of people will 
be looking at me there, you khow ; and it did set so 
badly ,rovnd the neck.’ ^ * ' 

‘ I never noticed it, and ’tis like 'nobody else 
would.’ 

* They might.’ 

‘ Then why not wear the gray one on Sunday as 
well ? ’Tis as pretty as the blue one.’ 

« *’ I might make the gray one do, certainly.#. But 

it isn’t so good ; it didn’t cost haft* so mych as 
this one, and ^besides, it would be the same I wore 
Saturdajr.* ^ 

‘ Then wear Jhe striped one, derfi*.’ 

‘ 1 might.’ # 

* Or the dark one.’ • 

‘ Yes, I m^ht ; but I want to wear a fresh one 
they haven’t seen.’ 

* I ^see, I see,’ said Dick, in a voice in which 
the tones of lo^e were decidedly inconvenienced 
by a considerable emphasis, his thoughts mfiaSl^ 
iphile running^ as follows : ^ ‘ I? the man she® loves 
best in the world, ^ she says, am to • ynder- 
sland that my poor half-ftoliday is to be losf, 
because she* wants to wear on Sunday a gOTO thcure 
is not the slightest ipecessity foi^ wearing, simply, 
in /act, to appear more striking than usual in the 
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eyes of Longpuddle young mejL ; ^nd I not there, 
either.' 

‘«Then there are three dresses good enough for my 
eyes, but neither is good enough for the youths of 
Longpuddle,' he ^id., 

‘ No, not that* exactly, Dicb. Still, you see, I do 
want — to look pretty to them — there, that's honest 
But I sha'n\ be much longar.' 

‘ How much ? ' 

‘ A quarter of an hour.' 

‘ Very well ; I'll come in in a quarter of an hour.' 

‘ Why go away ? ' , 

* I mid as well.* * 

He went out, walked down the road, and* sat 
upon ta gate.. Here he q;ieditated and meditated, 
and the more he meditated the more decidedly did 
he begin to fume, and the more positive ;was he 
that his time haS been scandalously trifled with by 
^ Miss Fancy Day — that, so far from being the simple 
girl who had never had* a sweetheart before, as she 
had solemnly assured him time after lime, s^e was, 
if nol a flirt, a woman who had had* no, end of 
rndmliers ; a girl most certainly too anxious^ about 
hei^ frocks ; a girl, whose feelin^sj, though warm^ 
were not deep ; ,a girl who cared a grej.t deal too 
mucli how she appeared in the eyes; of, oflier mew, 
I What She Joves best^ in tke world,' he thought, 
with aq incipient spice of his father's grimness, '‘is 
hfer hair and complexion. What she loveri next 
best, her gowns and hats ; wkat she loves oiext best, 
myself, perhaps I ' 
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Suffering gre^t apguish at this disloyalty in him- 
self and harshness to his darling, yet disposed to 
persevere in it, a horribly cruel thought crossed his 
mind. He would not call for her, as he had pro- 
mised, at the end of a quartej of an hour ! Yes, it 
would be a punishment she well deserved. Although 
.the best part of the afternoon had been wasted he 
wquldrge nutting as he had intended,* and go 
himself. 

He leapeci over the gate^ and pushed up the lane 
for nearly two miles, till a winding path called Snail- 
Creep sloped up a hill and entered a hazel copse 
by a hole Tiike a rabbit’s burrow. In he plunged, 
vanished among the bushes, and in a short time* there 
was no sign of his existence upon e^rth, ss^re an 
occasional rustling of boughs and snapping of twigs 
in diveiis points of Grey’s Wood. « 

Never man nutted as Dick nutte*(l that afternoon. 
He wtDrked like a galley slave. Half-hour after half- ' 
hour passed away, and still he gathered without 
ceasing. At *last, when the sun had set, and 
bunches, of •nuts could not be distinguished •from 
t^he legives which nourished them, he shoultSeredr 
^is bag, contajnihg quite two pecks of the finest 
produce o? the wood, about as much use to fcn 
ac two p^k^ of stones from^the road, strolled flown 
the woodland track, crossed the highway and entered 
thfe homeward lane*, whistling as he went. / 

Probably, Miss Fancy Day never before or afttfr 
stood so Jow in Mr,* Dewy’s opinion as on that 
afternoon. In fact, it is just possible that a few 
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more blue dresses on the Eongpuddle young men’s 
account would have clarified dick's brain entirely, 
and made him once more a free man. 

i:j« 

But Venus had planned other developments, at 
any rate for the present. Cuckoo-Lane, the way 
he pursued, passed ot^er a ridge which rose keenly 
against the sky about* fifty yards in his van. Here, 
upon the bright sefter-glow about the horizon, was 
how visible* an irregular shape, which at 5rst*he 
conceived to be a bough standing a little beyond 
the line of its neighbours. Then it seemed to 
move, and, as he advanced still further, there was no 
doubt that it was a living being sitting in the bank, 
head, bowed on hand. The grassy margin entirely, 
prevented his footsteps from being heard, and it was 
not till he was close that fhe figure recognized him. 
Up ii> sprang, and he was face to face with»Fancy. 

‘ *Dick, Dick V O, is it you, Dick ! * * 

‘ Yes, Fancy,’ said Dick, in a rather repentant 
tone, and lowering his puts. 

She ran up to him, dung her parasol on the 
gras^ put her little head against his, breast, and 
jthen^ there began a, narrative, disjointed by such a 
hystericfil weeping as was never# surpassed *for iri- 
•tftflsity in the whole history of love.* , • 

‘ O Dick,’ sh4 sobbed out, * where have^you be^n 
awa]j fiiom me? O, 1 have suffered* agony, and 
thought yoff would ilever comf any more ! ’Jis 
<yuel, 2)ick ; no ’tisn’t, it is justice I I’^^e been walk- 
ing miies and miles up and down Grey’s Wood, trying 
to find you, till I was wearied and worn out, apd I 
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could walk no further,* and had come back this 
far 1 O Dick, directly you were gone, I thought I 
had offended you and I put down the dress ; 
’tisnH finished now, and I never will finish it, and 
1^11 wear an old one Sunday I Yes, Dick, I will, 
because I don*t care what I ^ear when you are not 
by my side — ^ha, you think I do, but I don’t I — and 
‘I ran after you, and I saw you go tip Snaii- Creep and 
nof look back once, and then you plunged in, and 
I , after you^ but I was too far behind. O, I did 
wish the horrid bushes had been cut down, so that 
I could see your dear shape again 1 And then I 
called out ,to ybu, and nobody answered, and I 
^wast afraid to call very loud, lest anybody else 
should hear me. Then I kept wandering and 
wandering about, and it f/as dreadfulmisery, Dick. 
And then I shut mj eyes and fell to picturing you 
looking*at some other woman, very pretty and nice, 
but ^ith no affection or truth in her at all, and , 
then imagined you saying tq, yourself, “ Ah, she’s as 
good as Fancy, for Fancy told me a story, and was 
a flirt, and pared for herself more than me, sq. now 
ril have* this one for my sweetheart.” O, you "Vgpn’t^ 
^1 you, Dick^ foi*I do love you so I ’ 

* It is scarcely necessary to add that Dick'rt- 
i^unced Jfls freedom there and then, and kissed 
her ten tinfes^over, and pfomised that np^ pretty 
w^man of the kind alluded to should *ever engross 
his thoughts ; in short, that though he h^d beeyp 
vexed*with her, all such vexation was past, and that 
henjefortll and for ever it was simply Fancy or 
194 



GOING NUTTING 


death for him. And then •they set about proceed- 
ing homewards, very slowly oif account of Fancy's 
weariness, she leaning upon his shoulder, and in 
addition receiving support from his arm round her 
waist ; though she had sufficiently recovered from her 
desperate condition td sing to him, ‘ Why are you 
wandering here, I pray ? ' during the latter part of 
their walk. • Nor is it nece^ary to describe in detail' 
how the bag* of nuts was quite forgotten untU three 
days later, when it was found among the brambles 
and restored empty to Mts. Dewy, her initials being 
marked thereon in red cotton ; and how she puzzled 
herself till her head ached upon the* question of how 
on eajth»her meal-bag could l^ve got into Cuckoo- , 
Lane, • 
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HONEY-TMKim, 

• ¥ 

' AND aft:^rwards . 


II* 

Saturday Evening saw Dick Dewy joumejdng 
^ on foot to Yalbury Y^ood, according to the «irr^ge- 
ment with Fancy. • ^ 

The landscape bein^ concave, at the going 
down of* the sun er/erything suddenly assumed a 
uniform robe of shade. The evening advanced from 
sunsej to dusk long before Dick^s arrival, and his« 
progress during the latter portion of his walk through 
the trees waa indicated by the flutter of terrified 
birds that h^d been roosting over the path. And in 
crossing* the glades, masses of }^ot dry air, that bad 
been formed on^tke hills during the day, greeted his 
theeks alternately with clouds of damp night air ffotoi 
the valleyjB.* He reached the keepef-steward's bouse, 
where the gfass-plot and the garden in front appeared 
light and pale against the uifbroken d^kness of the 
grove from Vhich he had emerged, and parsed gt 
the garden gate. ^ ^ ^ * 

|Ie hsid scarcely been there a minute when he 
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beheld a sort of procession advancing from the door 
in his front. It consisted first%f 4noch the trapper, 

■ carrying a spade on his shoulder and a lantern 
dangling in his hand ; then came Mrs. Day, the 
light of the lantern revealing that she bore in her 
arms curious oljjects* about a foot long, in the form 
of Latin crosses (made of lath and brown paper 
dipped in brimstone — called matches by bee-masters); 
’ next came Miss Day, witft a shawl thrown ovef her 
head ; and behind all, in the gloom, •Mr. Frederic 
Shiner. • 

Dick, in his consternation at finding Shiner 
present, was at a loss how to proceed, and retired 
under a tree to collect his thoughts. • ^ 

‘ Here I be, Enoch,’ said a voice ; and the pro- 
cession advancing farther, the lantein’s rays illumi- 
nated the figure of Geoffrey, awaiting their arrival 
beside a row pf bee-hives, in front of fhe path. 
Taking the spade from Enoch, he proceeded, to dig 
two holes in the eartl} beside the hives, the others 
standing round in a circle, except J^lrs. Day, who 
*deppsited her matches in the fork of^an a'^iple-tree 
an^ returned to the house. The party femaining 
were now lit up in front by tjj^e^ lantern ^n thftir 
vnidst^ their shadows radiating feach way uptSn 
the« garden-plot like the spokes of a'yheel. An 
apparqpt embarrassment of Fancy* at* the presence 
• of Shiner caused a silence in the assembly, dupng 
^whiclf the preliminaries of execution were arranged^ 
the i&atches fixed, the stake kindled, the two hives 
placed over the* two holes, and the eafth stopped 
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round the edges. Geoflfifey then stood erect, and 
rather more, to s'^rai|;hten his backbone after the 
digging. ^ ^ 

‘ They were a peculiar family,’ said Mr. Shiner, 
regarding the hives reflectively. 

Geoffrey nodded. * - 

‘ Those holes will be the grave of thousands I ’ 
sdid Fancy. * I think ’tis rathec a caiel thing 
tod6.’ ‘ * ‘ 

Her father shook his head. ‘ No,' he said, tap- 
ping the hives to shake the dead bees from their 
cells, ‘ if you suffocate 'em this way, they only die 
once : if you furhigate ’em in the new way, they 
como> to life again, and die o’ starvation ; sso^ the 
pangs o’ death be twice upon ’em.’ • 

* T incline to Fancy’s ifotion,’ said ‘Mr. Shiner, 
laughing kghtly. « • 

‘ The proper way to take honey, eo that the bees 
be neither starved nor murdered, is a puzzling 
matter,’ said the keeper steadily. 

‘ I should lijce never to take it from them,’ said 
Fancy, * , * 

‘ But ^tis the money, i said^ Enoch musiijgly. 

* For wfthout mon^y man is a shadder 1 ’ 

*^The lantern-lfght had disturbed many bees thal* 
had escape^'from hives destroyed sofne days earlier, 
anSi, demorahzefi by afflictiod, were now gating a 
living as marauders about the* doors of tother hives. • 
Several flew found the head and neck of Gedffrey ^ 
then daited upon him with an irritated bizz. 

Enoch threw down the lantern, and ran* off 
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and pushed his head int(/ a currant bush ; Fancy 
scudded up the path ; and Mr. fehiner floundered 
' away helter-skelter among the cabbages. Geoffrey 
stood his grcAind, unmoved and firm as a rock. 
Fancy was the first to return, followed by Enoch 
picking up the Jantc^rn. Mr. Shiner still remained 
invisible. • 

‘ Have .the craters stung ye ? * said Enoch to 
•Geoffrey. • ' * • 

* No, not much — on’y a little here and there,' he 

said with leisurely solemnity, shaking one bee out 
of his shirt sleeve, pulling another from among his 
hair, and two or three more froih his, neck. The 
rest ^ looked on during this proceeding with a 
complacent sense of being out of it, — much as a 
European nition in a slate of intemal commotion 
4S watched by its neighbours. • • 

‘‘Are those all of them, father ? ' said Fancy, 

, when Geoffrey had pulled away five. 

* Almost all, — though I feel one or two more 
sticking into my shoulder and side« Ah 1 there's 
'anotjier just begun again upon my bac^kborife. You 
lively young mortals, how did you get inside there ? 
However, they can't sting me ^nany timeS mott, 
poor- things, for they must be gettiftg weak. Th^ 
mid, as well Stay in me till bedtiih^ now, I 

I # * ft ^ 

sup^s^’ 

• As. he hhnself was the only^ person affected^by 
Jhis arfangement, it seemed satisfactory Enough ; and 
after a noise of feet kicking^ against cabbages in a 
blundering progress among them, the voice of 
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Mr. Shiner was heard from the darkness in that 
direction. * ^ 

* Is all quite safe again ? * 

No answer being returned tcf this query, 
he apparently assumed that he might venture 
forth, and gradually drew neAr tlie .lantern again. 
The hives were now removed* from their position 
over the^ holes, one being handed «to Enoch 
to <5arry indoors, and one being taken •hy Geoffrey* 
himself. • 

* Bring hither the lantern, Fancy : the spade can 
bide.’ 

Geoffrey and Enoch then .went towards the house, 
jksaving Shiner and Fancy standing side by«i(^e on 
tm garden-plot. • 

Allow me,’*said Shinet, stooping fo*r the lantern 
mid seizing it at the same time with Fancy. • 

‘ I can carry it,’ said Fancy, religiously repressing 
all inclination to trifle. She had thoroughly con- 
sidered that subject after th^ tearful explanation of 
the bird-catching adventure to Dick, and had’ de- 
cided that ^t would be dishonest in her, a| an 
engaged ’young woman, Co trifle with men’s ^yes 
alid hands any^ giore. Finding that Shiner still 
litained his hold of the lantern, she relinquished 
it^ and hq^* having foimd her retailing it, also let 
go. The laifterh fell, and wa& extinguished. ^ Fancy 
mqved on. ^ • 

‘ Where i^the path ? ’ said Mr. Shiner. ** ^ 

* Here,’ said Fancy. * Your eyes will gel used 
to the darlc in a minute or two.’ 
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‘ Till that time will ye lend me ypur hand ? * 

Fancy gave him the extreme tips of her fingers, 
a^d they stepped from the plot into the path. 

‘ You don’t accept attentions very freely.’ 

‘ It depends ipon who offers them.’ 

‘ A fellow like me, for instance.’ 

A dead silence. 

‘ Well, ^hat do you say^ Missie ? ’ 

‘ It then*depends upon how they are offered.’ 

‘ Not wildly, and yet not careless-liite ; not pur- 
posely, and yet not by ^chance ; not too quick nor 
yet too slow ? ’ 

‘ How then ? ’ said Fancy. 

‘ Coblly and practically,’ he said. * How Wbuld* 
that kind of love be taken ? ’ 

‘ Not anxiously, and yet not indifferently ; neither 
"blu^lling nor pale ; nor reli^ously nor ‘yet quite 
wickedly.’ • 

‘ Well, how ? ’ 

‘.Not at all.’ 

Geoffrey Day’s storehouse at the# back of his 
•dwelling was hung with benches of dried horehound, 
mint, and sage ; brown-paper ba^s of thyme and 
lavender; and long ropes of clean onions. CTn 
shel^res were spread la^e red and yeUow apples, ajid 
choice 'selections of early potatoes for seed next 
*year ;* — vulgar crowiis of commoner kind l}Mng 
beneath in heaps. A few empty beehiv^p were 
clustered around a nail in one comer, i^der which 
stood two or three barrels of new cider of the^ first 
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crop, each bubbling ^ancf squirting forth from the 
yet open bunghole. 

Fancy was now kneeling beside the two inverted 
hives, one of which rested against her lap, for 
convenience in operating upon th^ contents.. She 
thrust her sleeves above her elbovTs," and inserted 
her small pink hand edgewise* between each white 
lobe of, honeycomb, perfcyming tfie act so adroitly 
and gently as not to imseal a single cell. Then 
cracking the ‘piece off at the crown of the hive by 
a slight backward and forward movement, she lifted 
each portion as it was loosened into a large blue 
platter, placed on a bench at her side. 

«> * Bother these little imortals I * said Geoffrey, who 
was holding the light to her, *and giving his back 
an uneUsy twis^. ‘ I really think I may as well go 
indoors take *eA out, poor things I for *they‘ 
won’t let me alone. There’s two a 'stinging wi’ all 
their might now. I’m sure I wonder their strength 
can last so long.’ ^ 

‘ All right, friend ; I’ll hold the candle whilst , 
you are gonq’ said Mr. Shiner, leisurely taking the 
li^ht, ^d allowing Geoffrey to depart, which he»did • 
with his usual Ior^ paces. « 

He could hardly have gone round to the h6u&- 
dqpr when®othej footsteps w^re heard approaching 
the outbuilding ; the tip of a finger appeared in* the 
hole through which ^the wood latch was lifte^, and * 
Dick ijewy came in, having been all this^timo 
walking up^ and down -the wood, vainly waiting for 
Shiner’s departure. 
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Fancy looked up and welcomed him rather 
confusedly. Shiner grasped ftie candlestick more 
firijily, and, lest doing this in silence should 
not imply t6 Dick with sufficient force that 
he was quite at home and cool, he sang in- 
vincibly — 


>» ‘ “ Kirjg Arthur he had three sons.” * 

\ 

• 

‘ Father here ? * said Dick. , 

* Indoors, I think,' said Fancy, looking pleasantly 
at him. 

Dick surveyed the scene, arAi di^ not seem 
inclined to hurry off just at that moment. SUiner 

went on singing — 

* • 

‘ ** The miller was drown’d in his pond, 

The weaver was hung in his yarn, 

And theM — ran away with the; little tail>or. 

With the broadcloth under his arm.” ’ 

» 

* That's a terrible crippled rhymg, if that’s your 
rhyjpie I ’ said Dick, with a grain of superciliousness 
in lys tone. 

‘ It’^ no use your complainiiiyg to me about the 
^Ijyme I ’ said Mr. Shiner. ‘ You* must go to the 
man that made^it.’ 

Faiy^y by this time had acquired fcorffidence. 

‘ Taste h bit, Mr. Dewy,’^ she said, holding 
,up to him a small circular piece <Bf honeycomb 
that *had been the last in ^ the row of layers, re- 
maining still on her knees and flinging back her 
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head to lock in his fade ; * and then I’ll taste a 
bit too.’ ^ 

‘ And I, if you please/ said Mr. Shiner. Neyer- 
theless the farmer looked superior, as if he could 
even now hardly join the trifling from very im- 
portance of station ; ^nd after receiving the honey- 
comb from Fancy, he turned* it over in his hand 
till the c^lls began to b^e crushc\i, and* the liquid 
horiey ran down from his fingers • in a thin* 
string. • 

Suddenly a faint cry frofn fancy caused them to 
gaze at her. 

* What’s .the matter, dear ? ’ said Dick. 

*4t is nothing, bqf O-o 1 a bee has stting the 
inside of my lip I He was in pne of the cells J was 
eatingtl ’ * 

* We must keep down the swelling, or it may bd 
serious I ’ said Shiner, stepping up and kneeling be- 
side hpr. ‘ Let me see it.’ 

* No, no I ’ • 

* Just let ms see it,’ said Dick, kneeling on the 

other side : ,and after some hesitation she pr# ssed 
down her lip with one finger fo show the place., 
‘ O, I tope ’twiy «3oon be better I I don’t mind a 
suing in ordinary places, but it is so bad upon yduf 
lip,’ she added with tears in her eyks, and wridiing 
a little from the*pain. ‘ t , 

^Shiner held the )ight abovi his head* and pushed* 
his fa^ clo^ to Fancy’s, as if the lip had beeQ 
shown exclusively to., himself, ujjpn which Dick 
puslj^ed closer, as if Shiner were not there at all; 
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* It is swelling/ said Dfck to her right aspect. 

‘ It isn’t swelling/ said Shilier \o her left aspect. 

/ Is it dangerous on the lip ? ’ cried Fancy. ‘ I 
know it is daifgerous on the tongue.’ 

‘ O no, not dangerous ! ’ answered Dick. 

* Rather dangerods/ had finswered Shiner simul- 
taneously. • 

‘I must try to bear ^it I ’ said Fan^,^ turning 
again to the hives. * 

‘ Hartshom-and-oil is a good thing to put to it, 
Miss Day,’ said Shiner Vith great concern. 

‘ Sweet-oil-and-hartshorn I’ve found to be a 
good thing to cure stings, Miss Day,’ said Dick with 
gre^tei* concern. ^ 

‘ We have some n\ixed indoors ; ‘would you kindly 
run and get'it for me ? ’ Ihe said. 

Now, whether by inadvertence, or whether by 
mischievous mention, the individuality of the you 
waa so carelessly denoted that both Dick and. Shiner 
sprang to their feet like twin acrobats, and marched 
abreast to the door ; both seized the* latch and lifted 
it, dnd continued marching on, shouldfr to shoulder, 
in 4he same manper t<y the dwelling-house. Not 
only go, but entering the ro^ip, they marched 
»aj before straight up to Mrs. Dafy’s chair, lettifig 
the* door in the oak partition slam* so forcibly, 
that -the rows of pe^er on the drelser rang like 
a bk. • • . * 

, ‘ iJtrs. Day, Fancy has stung her fip, and wants 

you to give the hartshorn, please^* said Mr. 
Shiner, very close to Mrs. Day’s face, 
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‘ O, Mrs. Da^, Fandy has asked me to bring 
out the hartshorn, f>lease, because she has stung 
her lip ! ’ said Dick, a little closer to Mrs. Djy^s 
face. 

‘ Well, men alive ! that’s no reason why you 
should eat me, I suppqse 1 ’ said Mrc." Day, drawing 
back. ‘ 

She searched in the (prner-cupboard* produced 
the bottle, and began to oust the cork, the rim, and' 
every other ‘part very carefully, Dick’s hand and 
Shiner’s hand waiting side by side. 

‘ Which is head man ? ’ said Mrs. Day. ‘ Now, 
don’t come mumbudgeting so close again. Which 
is head man ? ’ ^ , 

Neither spoke ; and the , bottle was inej^ined 
towards Shinel. Shiner,* as a higli-class man, 
would n®t look ire the least triumphant, and? 
turned to go off with it as GeoffBay came down- 
stairs after the search in his linen for concealed 
bees. . 

‘ O — ^that you, Master Dewy ? ’ 

Dick'assufed the keeper that it was; an(J>the 
young man then determined upqn a bold strokp for, 
th'e attainment o{ feis end, forgetting that the worst 
of bold strokes is the disastrous consequences they 
involve if they fail, * ® 

* I’ve come bn purpose to speak to you ;very 
pai^icular, Mr. D^y,’ he s£d, with ‘a crushing' 
emphalsis intended for the ears of Mr. Shiner, 
who was vanishing rqund the dqor-post at that 
moment. 
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* Well, IVe been forted to go upstairs and 
, unrind myself, and shake some bees out o’ me,’ 
said Geoffrey, walking slowly towards the open 
door, and standing on the threshold. ‘ The young 
rascals got int<j my^ shirt and wouldn’t be quiet 
nohow.’ * * 

Dick followed hiift to the door. 

‘I’ve Come t& speak^a word to yqp,’^ he re- 
’ peated, lodking out at the pale mist creeping up 
from the gloom of the valley. ‘ You‘*may perhaps 
guess what it is about. 

The keeper lowered his hands into the depths 
of his pockets, twirled his eyes, balanced himself 
onjiis^oes, looked as perpendicularly downward 
if hi? glancC were a plumb-line, then horizontally, 
collecting together the cracks thaft lay about his 
^facjef^till they were all in the neighbcnrhood of 
his eyes. , 

‘ Maybe I don’t know,’ he replied. , 
pick said nothing*; and the stillness was dis- 
turbed only by some small bird that was being 
killed by an owl in the adjoining , wood, whose 
cj^ passed into « the silence without mingling 
with it. 

** ‘ I’ve left my hat up in chammer,’ said Geoflfrdjr ; 

‘ whit while I step up and get en.’ 
t I’ti be in the garcfen,’ said Dick. 

Hfe went round * by a side wicket into « the 
•garden, and Geoffrey went upstairs*. It was the 
custom in M^lstock and, .its vicinity^ to discuss 
matters of pleasure and ordinary business ^nside 
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the house, and to resefve the garden for very 
important affairs : a custom which, as is sup- 
posed, originated in the desirability of getty;ig 
away at such times from the other members of 
the family when there was only ^ one room for 
living in, though it w^s now quite '•as frequently 
practised by those who suffered from no such 
limitation ip the size of the^r domicfles. • 

The head-keeper’s form appeared in •the dusky 
garden, and* Dick walked towards him. The 
elder paused and leant ovef the rail of a piggery 
that stood on the left of the path, upon which Dick 
did the same ^ and they both contemplated a whitish 
s^ad^wy shape that wa<! moving about and gfunl^ing 
among the straw of the interior. • 

‘ I’ve come t6 ask for Fancy,’ said Dick. 

* I’d as iief you hadn’t.’ 

‘ Why should that be, Mr. Day.’ ^ 

‘ Because it makes me say that you’ve come to 
ask what ye be’n’t likely to have. Have ye come 
for anything else ? ’ 

‘ Nothing.’, 

* Then I’ll * just tell ¥e ycwVe come or a 
vefy foolish erraivd^ D’ye know what her mother 
wis ? ’ 

i 

‘A teacher in a landed family’s nursery^ vho 
wasr foolish enough, to marry the keeper of the 
same establishment ; for I was only a keeper Jhen,c 
though now I’ve a do^en other ixy>ns in the fire' 
as ste^ward here for my lord, what with the tuhber 
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sales and the yearly felliitgs, and the gravel and 
sand sales and one thing aiA ’tother. However, 
d^f think Fancy picked up her good manners, 
the smooth tul*n of her tongue, her musical notes, 
and her knowledge of books, in -a homely hole 
like this ? ’ 

‘No.’ 

‘ D’ye laiow where ? ’ 

‘ No.’ • 

‘ Well, when I went a-wandering after her 
mother’s death, she Mved witfi her aunt, who 
kept a boarding-school, till her aimt married Lawyer 
Green — a man as sharp as a needle — ^and the 
school was broke iip. Did yp know that ther? she^ 
went^to the ttaining-sphool, and that her name stood 
first among tiie Queen’s scholars o^ lier year 

‘ Fve*heard so.’ j • 

« f 

* And that when she sat for her certificate as 
Government teacher, she had the highest of t^e first 
class ? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘ Well, and do ye know what I lijre in such a 
,, miserly way for wh^n I’vtf got enough ^lo do without 
it, and, why I make her work as o schoolmistress ifi- 
iSttUd of living here ? ’ 

‘•No.’ ^ ^ ^ 

‘^That if any gentleman, who sees her to be his 
'equal«in po/ish, should want to^marry her, and ^he 
jvant to marry him, he sha’n’t be supeKor to 'her in 
‘'I^ocket. Now dj ye think afjer this that you be good 
enough for her ? ’ 
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‘No.’ 

‘ Then good-mghf t’ee, Master Dewy.’ 

‘ Good-night, Mr. Day.’ 

Modest Dick’s reply had faltered upon his tongue, 
and he turned away wondering at his presumption in 
asking for a woman yrhom he had'^een from the 
beginning to be so superior to liim. 



FANCY IN THE RAIN 


Pancy in the a a in 
III 

The next scene is a tempestuous afternoon in 
the folloVing month, and Farpy Day is disco ve?red ^ 
walkii^g from^er father^s home towards Mcllstock. 

A single vast gray cloud covered the country, 
fron:\ Arhfch the small rain and fnist had ju%t begun 
to blow down in^wavy sheets, alternately thick and 
thin. The trees of the fields and plantations writhed 
like piiserable men as the air wound its way swiftly 
among them : the lowest portions of their trunks, 
that 4iad hardly ever been known to .move, were 
visibly rocked by the fieAer gusts, distressing the 
mind by its painful unwontedness^i as when a strong 
msSi is seen to shed tears. Low-hanging bought 
went? up and down ; high and erect boAghs wegt 
to aivi fro ; the blasts being so irregular, and divided 
into sJb many cross-currents, ihat neighbouring 
brandies of the same tree swept the sties iij inde- 
pendent motions^ crossed each other, ^r became 
entangled. Across the open spaces flew flocks of 
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green and yellowis^ leaves, which, after travelling 
a long distance from their parent trees, reached 
the ground, and lay there with their under-asides 
upward. 

As the rain and wind increased, and fancy’s 
bonnet -ribbons leapt more and Thore snappishly 
against her chin, she paused W entering Mell stock 
Lane , to t consider her latitude, and thd distance to 
a place of shelter. The nearest house "^as Elizabeth 
Endorfield’i, in Higher Mellstock, whose cottage 
and garden stood not far VroTn the junction of that 
hamlet with the^ road she followed. Fancy hastened 
onward, afid in five minutes entered a gate, which 
shdd upon her toes 4 a flood of water-drojJs as she 
opened it. 

‘ Come in, fchiel I ’ a voice exclaimed, before Fancy 
had knocked : a promptness that would liaf q sur- 
prised her had .she not known that Mrs, Endorfield 
was <in exceedingly and exceptionally sharp woman* 
in the use of her eyes and ears. 

Fancy wetit in and sat down. Elizabeth w^ 
paring potafoes for her husband’s supper. 

Scrape, s(:rape, scrapi ; then a toss, and splash 
went a potato iiyto a bucket of water. 

* Now, as Fancy listlessly noted these proceedings 
^f the datne, she began to reconsider an old subject 
that lay uppermost in her heart. Since the iiterview 
bitween her father and Dick, the days h^d been 
melancholy days for her. Geoffrey’s firm opposition 
to the notion of Dick, as a son-in-law was more than 
she^^ad expected. She had frequently seen her lover 
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since that time, it is true, and had loved him more 
for the opposition than she wSulcP have otherwise 
dreamt of doing — ^which was a happiness of a certain 
kindf. Yet, though love is thus an end in itself, it 
must be believed to be the means to another end 
if it is to assiun'e thfe rosy hues of an unalloyed 
pleasure. And such a belief Fancy and Dick were 
emphatically denied just now. 

Elizabeth. Endorfield had a repute among women 
which was in its nature something between dis- 
tinction and notoriety.* It was founded on the 
following items of character. She was shrewd 
and penetrating ; her house stobd ip a lonely 
place ^ she never went to church ; she wore a >red 
cloak ; she always retained her bonnet indoors ; 
and. she had a pointed chin. Thus far her 
attributes were distinctly Sataijic ; and those who 
. looked no further called her, in plain terms, a 
, witch. But she was not gaunt, nor ugly in the 
upper part of her face,^ nor particularly strange in 
manner ; so that, when her more intig:iate acquaint- 
ances, spoke of her the term was softened, and she 
became simply a Deep Body, who ^as as long- 
lieaded as she was high. It m^y be stated that 
Elisabeth belonged to a class of suspects who werr* 
gradyally losing ^heir mysterious characten^tics under 
the administration of thdyoung vicar ;nhough, during 
the long reign of Mr. Grinham, the parish of Mell- 
stock hkd proved extremely favourable to the growth 
of witSies. 

Whil e Fancy was revolving all this in 'her mind, 
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and putting it to herseli whether it was worth while 
to tell her trouHies fo Elizabeth, and ask her advice 
in getting out of them, the witch spoke, 

‘ You be down — ^proper down,* she said suddenly, 
dropping another potato into the bucket. 

Fancy took no notice. 

* About your young man.’ < 

Fancy reddened. Elizabeth seemed fo be watch- 
ing her thoughts. Really, one would .almost think 
she must ha?/e the powers people ascribed to her. 

‘ Father not in* the humaur for’t, hey ? ’ Another 
potato was finished and flung in. ‘ Ah, I know 
about it. ,Littlft birds tell me things that people 
don’t dream of my knowing.’ , 

Fancy was desperate about Dick, .and here was 
a chance — 0,c.such a wicked chancefl — of getting 
help ; and what wa§ goodness beside love L , , 

‘ I wish you’d tell me how tq put him iA the 
humour for it ? she said. ^ 

‘ 'fhat I could soon do,’ said the witch quietly. 

* Really ? ., O, do ; anyhow — I donJt care — ^so 
that it is done I How could I do it, ^ MrS. 
Endorfifeld i\’ 

‘ Nothing so inighty wonder/ul in it.’ 

‘ WeU, but how ? ’ 

‘ By witchery, of course I ’ said Elizabeth. 

‘ No I * said Fancy. • ^ . 

“ ’Tis, I assure ye. Didnk you evcF hear J was a 
witch ? ’ • 

‘ Well,’ hesitated Fancy, * I have heaM you • 
called so.' 

f 
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’ ‘ And you believed it 

‘ I can^t say that I did exactly believe it, for ^tis 
very horrible and wicked ; but, O, how I do wish it 
was possible For you to be one ! ’ 

^ * So I am. And Pll tell you how to bewitch your 
father to let you marry Dick Dewy.' 

‘ Will it hurt hint, poor thing ? ’ 

' Hurt who ? 

‘ Fathep.' 

‘ No ; the charm is worked by cbmmon sense, 
and the spell can only be broke by your acting 
stupidly.' 

Fancy looked rather perplexed, and Elizabeth 
wei\t on : 

* "rhis fear o5 Liz^-— whatever /tis — 

By great and small ; * 

She makes pretence to pommon sensa, 

And that's all. * 

•» 

You must do it like this.' The witch laid down her 
knife and potato, and, then poured into Fancy's ear 
a }bng and detailed list of directions, glancing up 
fro])i the comer of her eye into Fancy's Face with 
an expression of^sinisttr humour. / Fahey's face 
brightened, clouded, rose and ?|?ink, as the naria- 
tive* proceeded. ‘There,' said Elizabeth at length, 
stopping for the knife and another 'potato, ‘^do 
that,-^d you'll have*him by-long* aifd by-late, my 
dear..' 

‘ And do it I will 1 ' said Fancy, 

Sfie then turned her attention to the external 
woiid once more. The rain continued as psual, 
2IS 
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but the wind had abated considerably during the 
discourse. Judging that it was now possible to 
keep an umbrella erect, she pulled her hood ag^in 
over her bonnet, bade the witch good-bye, and went 
her way. 
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IV 

• 

Mrs. ENDORFIELD'S advice was duly followed. 

‘ I be proper sorry that your* daughter isn’t so 
well she might be/ said a Mellstock man to 
Geoffrey one morning. ^ 

/*But is* there anything in it'?/ said Geoffrey 
uneasily, as he shifted his hat ^o the right* ‘ I can’t 
understand the* report. She didn^t compiain to me 
a bit when I saw her.’ * 

‘ No appetite at all^they say.’ 

Geoffiiey crossed to Mellstock aud called at the 
• school that afternoon. Fancy welcomed* him as 
usual, and* asked him to^tay and takyll tea with her. 

‘ I be ’n’t muchYor tea, this tipie o’ day/ he said, 
b\it stayed. / ^ 

puring the meal he watched her nartpwly. And 
to hi^ great constemition discoveifed*the followfng 
TunjJr^cedented change in the healthy girl — that^she 
cut herself only a diaphanous slice aof bread-and- 
<^utt A:, and, laying it on her plate, passed the meal-time 
in breaking it into pieces, Siit eating n6 more than 
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about one-tenth of the sKce. Geoffrey hoped she 
would say something libout Dick, and finish up by 
weeping, as she had done after the decision against 
him a few days subsequent to the interview in ttie 
garden. But nothing was said, and in due time 
Geoffrey departed again for Yalbury*Wood. 

‘ Tis to be hoped poor Miss Fancy will be 
able to ke^p on her school,’ said* Geofifiey’s man 
Enoch to GeoflFrey the following week, a& they were 
shovelling up unt-hills in the wood. 

Geoffrey stuck In the shovel, swept seven or 
eight ants from his sleeve, and killed another that 
was prowling round his ear, then looked perpen- 
dicularly into the earthy as usual, waiting fortEqoch 
to say more. * Well, why shouldn’t she ? ’ said the 
keeper at last. • * 

* The baker told me yesterday,’ continued «Eix>ch, * 
shaking out another emmet that had run merrily 
up his thigh, * that the bread he’ve left at that there 
school-house this last month w/5uld starve any mouse 
in the three creations ; that ’twould so I And after- 
wards I had a pint o’ small down at Morrs’s, ^ind ' 
there I heard i^'ore.’ ♦ ^ ^ 

•* What might thgt ha’ been ? ’ 

•* That she used to have a pound o’ the best rolltd 
butter a weaS, regular as clockwork, from Dairyman 
Viney’s for hehelf, as well as j^ist so much salted for 
the Jielping girl, an<| the ’oonjkn she calls in > but • 
nqw th<e sam^ quantity d’last her three weekli and^ 
then ’tis thoughted she t^ows it aw^y sour.’ 

‘ Finish doing the emmets, and carry the bag 
ai8 
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honle-along.’ The keeper resumed his gun, tucked 
it under his arm, and went dfe without whistling 
to the dogs, who however followed, with a bearing 
meant to imply that they did not expect any such 
attentions when their master was reflecting. 

On Saturday* morning a note came from Fancy. 
He was not to trouble about sending her the couple 
of rabbits, as was-intended, because she feared she 
should not want them. Later in the day CfeofZrey 
went to Casterbridge and called upon »the butcher 
who served Fancy with fresh mealt, which was put 
down to her father's account. 

* I've called to pay up our little* bill, .Neighbour 
Haylqck) and you can gie me the chiel's account at 
the same timei' 

Mr. Haylock turned rdund three-quarters of a 
circle ,in 4he midst of a heap of joints, all^ered the 
expression of hin face from meat to money, went 
, into a little oflice consisting only of a door and a 
window, looked very vigorously into a book which 
possessed kngth but no breadth ; and then, seizing 
d piefe of paper and scribbling thereupon, handed 
the bill. • 

Probiably it was the first time^in the history of 
commercial transactions that the qu^ity of shortness ^ 
in a butcher's bill was a cause of tribulation to the 
debtor^ ^ * Why, this isl't aU she've had in a whole 
%ontiiJ * said Geoffrey: ^ ^ 

^ ‘ Evfery mossel,’ said the butcher — ^^(now, ‘Dan, 
take tliat leg and shoulder to Mrs. White's, and 
this-^ eleven pound here to Mr. Martin's) — ^you've 
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been treating her to smaller joints lately, to“ my 
thinking, Mr. Efay f' 

‘ Only two or three little scram rabbits this last 
week, as I am alive — I wish I had I * * 

‘ Well, my wife said to me — (Dan I not too much, 
not too much on that tray at atime*;-4>etter go twice) 
— my wife said to me as she posted up the books : 
“ Haylock,’* she says, “ Miss Day must have*been 
aflfitonted this summer du/ing that hot muggy weather 
that spoilt s© much for us ; for depend upon^t,” ^he 
says, “ she Ve beeA trying J<An Grimmett unknown to 
us : see her account else.'' 'Tis little, of course, at 
the best oA times, being only for one, but now 'tis 
next kin to nothing.' •» ^ 

* ril inquire,' said Geoffrey^ despondingly. 

H« returned by way* of Mellstock, and called 
upon Faincy, in fulfilment of a promise. tlU being 
Saturday, the children were enjoyiug a holiday, and 
on entering the residence Fancy was nowhere toi 
be seen. Nan, the charwojnan, was sweeping the 
kitchen. • 

' Wliere's my da'ter ? ' said the keeper. 

* Well, yiju see she was tired with the ^yeek's 

tfeaching, and t^^is morning she said, “Jl^an, \ 
^a'n't get up* till the evening." You see-, Mr 
Day, if people don't eat, they cta't work and 
as she've ^ie^’d up eatiife, she must ^gie up 
working.' ^ ^ 

‘ Have yd carried up any dinner to her ? ** 

* >lo ; she don’t wMit any. There, we all know 
that such ^things don't come without good reason — 
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not that I wish to say anything about a broken heart, 
or anything of the kind.' ^ * 

Geoflfrey's own heart felt inconveniently large just 
then. He went to the staircase and ascended to his 
daughter's door. 

* Fancy ! ' ' 

* Come in, father.'^ 

To see t. person in bed from any cayse what- 
ever, on a fine afternoon^ is depressing enough ; 
and here was his only child Fancy, notx>nly in bed, 
but looking very pale. ' Geoffrey was visibly dis- 
turbed. 

‘ Fancy, I didn't expect to see thee here, chiel,' 
he sai^d. i ‘ What's the matter ? ' 

* I'm not vrell, father.' 

‘ How's that ? ' 

‘ Because I think of things.' 

‘ What things can you have to think o' so mortal 
much ? ' 

‘ You know, father.' , 

* ,You think I've been cruel to thee in saying 
fliat penniless Dick o' thine sha'n't marry thee, 
I suppose ? ' 

No answer. ^ ^ 

^Well, you know. Fancy, I do /It for the besc*, 
and flhe isn't gciod enough for thee. *You know 
that wep enough,' H^e he again looked at her as 
'She lay. ‘ Well, Fan<^, I can't^let my only chjel 

; and if you can't live without eA, you must 
ha’ en, I suppose,^ 

* O, I don't want him like that ; all against your 
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will, and everything scr disobedient ! ’ sighed 'the 
invalid, * 

‘ No, no, Hisn’t against my will. My wish is. 
now I d’see how ’tis hurten thee to live without en. 
that he shall marry thee as soon as weVe considered 
a little. That’s my wish flit and* plain, Fancy. 
There, never cry, my little nTaid 1 You ought tc 
ha’ cried jifore ; no need^o’ crying now itis all over. 
Well, howsoever, try to *kep over and*see me and 
mofher-law •tO'morrow, and ha’ a bit of dinnei 
wi’ us.’ ‘ • 

‘ And — Dick too ? ’ 

‘ Ay, Diak tod, ’far’s 1 know.’ 

^ ‘•And when do yoy think you’ll have consicjered. 
father, and he may marry me f ’ she coaxed. 

Well, there, say next ^Midsummer ; that’s not a 
day too long to waiu’ 

On leaving the school Geoffrey went to* the 
tranter’s. Old William opened the door. 

‘ Is your grandson Dick ip ’ithin, William ? ’ 

‘ No, not ju6t now, Mr. Day. Though ^e’ve been 
at home a good deal lately.’ 

‘ O, how’^that ? ’ • , 

* ‘ What wi’ on^ thing, and what wi’ t’othyer, he’s 
Ml in a mope, ’as might be said. Don’t seemithc 
feller he used to^ Ay, ’a will ^t studding* and 
thinking as ’£ wete chapel-ipember, 

aivl then do no^^g but^l^ypt^^ ;t^ 
abouf.^ Us^ to b# such a cYi^!^ bc>y* tOi$| Dic}c 
did ; and now ’a don’t speak at £^. But woti’t "ft 
step^ inside ? Reuben will be home soon, ’a b’UeveJ 
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* No, thank you, I can't stay now. Will ye 
just ask Dick if he'll do me th8 kiftdness to step 
over to Yalbury to-morrow with my da'ter Fancy, 
if she's well enough? I don't like her to come 
by herself, now she's not so terrible topping in 
health.' 

‘ So I've heard. Ay, sure, I’ll tell him without 
fail.' ^ 
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V 


The visit to Geoffrey passed off as delightfully 
as a visit jnighl have been expected to pass off when 
it^was the first day of smooth experience in^a hitherto 
obstructed love-coulse. And then c^me a series of 
several happy days, of the same undisturbed serenity, 
Dick qpuld court ^her when he chose; ,st^y away 
when he chose, — which was never^* walk with ‘her by 
winding streaihs and waterfalls and autumn scenery 
till ‘dews and twilight sent them home. And thus 
they drew n^ar the day of the Harvest Thanksgiving, 
which was also the time chosen for openjpg iSie 
organ in ^ellstock Chiyrch. • 

• It chanced that Dick on thk very day -^as calfed 

• away from h^fistock. A young acquaintancf had 
died of ftonsumption at Charmley, a neighljouring; . 


^village, omthe previous Mteday, and Dicl^.in fulfil- * 
ment of a long-standing promise, vms to jassist*th 


carrying lum to the grave. When on Tuesday, 
DicK went towards the school to acquaint Fancyi 


with the* fact, it is difficult to say whether his owi 
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disappointment at being deitied^the^ sight of her 
triumphant debut as organist, was greater than his 
^ vexation that hw pet should on this great occasion 
be deprived of the pleasure of his presence. How- 
ever, the. intelligence W|s communicated. She bore 
it as she best could, not without many expressions 
of regret, and convictions that her performance 
would be nothing to* her novk • ^ 

Just before ’eleven o’clock on Sunday he set out 
upon his sad errand. The funeral was •to be im- 
mediately after the morning service, and as there 
were four good miles to walk, driving being incon- 
venient, it became necessary to start confparatively 
early. ‘H^lf an hour later w^uld certainly haVe 
answertd his purpose quite^as well, yet at the last 
moment nothing would content his Ardent rtiind 
but that He must go a mile out* of his way^in the 
direction of the School, in the hop^ of getting a 
glimpse of his Love as she started for church. ^ 
Striking, therefore, into the lane towards the 
school, instead of across the ewelea^e direct to 
Charnffley, he arrived opposite her door as his 
goddess emerged. • * i 

If ever a woman looked a diviisity, Fancy Day 
appe*ared one that morning as she doined down thoseP 
®'schoof steps, in the form of a nebulous coSection of 
fi^ouas inclining to bljle. With an audacity un- 
paralleled in tke whole history of jfillage-school-mis- 
ti«sses«.t this date — ^partly owing, no douRt, to papa’s, 
i^r^pectable accumulation of pash, which' rendered 
’ Jier profession not altogether one of necessity — she ^ad 
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actually dunned a hfit and feather, and lowered 
her hitherto plainly looped-up hair, which now fell 
about her shoulders in a profusion of , curls. 
Poor Dick was astonished : he had never seen her 
look so distractingly beautifu^ before, save on 
Christmas-eve, when her hair Was in the same 
luxuriant condition of freedom. But his firsf burst 
of delighted surprise was followed by* less comfort- 
able feelings, as soon as his brain* recovered its 
power to think. 

Fancy had Iblushed ;-^was it with confusion ? 
She had also involuntarily pressed back her curls. 
She had not expected him, 

• * Fancy, you didn’t know me for a monlent in my 
funeral clothes, did you ? ’ . , 

‘<Jood-m<5ming, Diet — ^no, really, I didn't know 
you fof an instant in such a sad suit.' * * , * 

He looked^ again at the gaf tresses and hat; 

* You've never dressed so charming before, dearest.* 

* I like to hear you praise me in that way, .Dick,' 
she said, sntiling archly. ‘ It is meat Aid drink to 
a woman. Do I look nice really ? ' • 

‘ Fie I you know if. Dy you remember, -rl 
'mean didn’t ;vo|\ remember about my going away 
Ho-day ? ' ^ ' * * 

^ ‘ Wellj yes, I did, Dick ; but, you know, I Wanted* 
to look weft ; — ^forgive me.^ • ' , ^ 

• * Yes, darling^- yes, of course, — tfiere's^*hothing 
to forgive. ' No, I was only thinking that we , 
talked on Tuesday p^d Wednesday and Thursd!^ 
an^ Friday about my absence to-day, and. I was so' 
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sorry for it, you said, Fancy, so were you sorry, and 
almost cried, and said it woufb bb no pleasure to 
’ you to be the attraction of the church to-day, since 
I could not be there/ 

‘ My dear one, neither will it be so much pleasure 
to me. . . . Bui 1 Ao take a little delight in my 
life, I suppose,' she pouted. 

‘*Apart from mine ? ' 

* She looked at him with perplexed eyes. ‘*1 know 
you are vexed with me, Dick, and it ia because* the 
first Sunday I have curls and a hat and feather 
since I have been here happens to be the very day 
you are away and won't be with *me. * Yes, say it 
is, fjpr jthat is it ! And you think that all ,this 
week I ought to. have remembered you wouldn't* 
be here to-day, and not* have care4 to be, better 
dressed than usual. Yes, yoi\ do, Dick, ,and it is 
rather unkind 1 '» * 

* No, no,' said Dick earnestly* and simply, ‘ I 

didn't think so badly of you as that. V only 
thought diat — if you had been gping away, I 
^hoi|)dn’t have tried new attractions for tfie eyes 
of other pftople. But then of course you and I 
are different, naturally.' ^ • 

* Well, perhaps we are.' } • 

‘ y^iatever will the vicar say, Fancy ?• [ 

‘ I .don't fear whaff he says in thu least I ' s!ie 
•Answered psoudly. ‘ ftut he won't say anything of 
Ae soft you think. No, no.' f 

^ * lie can hardly have conscience to, indeed? 

* Now come, you say, Diet) that you qtiite forgive 
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me, for I must go/ she said with sudden gaiety, 
and skipped b4ck\ffards into the porch, ‘ Come 
here, sir ; — say you forgive me, and then you shall ' 
kiss me ; — ^you never have yet when I have worn- 
curls, you know. Yes, just where you want to so 
much, — ^yes, you may 1 ’ • *. f 

Dick followed her into the inner corner, where 
he was probably not slow in availing hipiself of the 
privilege offered. • . * 

** Now that’s a treat for you, isn’t it ? ’ she con- 
tinued. ‘ Good-bye, or I shall be late. Come and 
see me to-morrow ; you’ll be tired to-night.’ 

Thus they paVted, and Fancy proceeded to the 
church. The organ stood on one side# of the 
* chancel, close to anJ under the immediate eye of 
the vicar whet^he was in \he pulpit, and also m. full 
view of the congregiation. Here she sat dovffn, for 
the first time in such a conspicuous position,* her 
seat having previously been in a remote spot in 
the aisle. ^ 

‘ Good heavens — disgraceful I Curls <ind a. hat 
and fekther ! ’ said the daughters of the ^smali 
gentry, who had either only curly hah* without a 
hat and feather, or a hat and feather without Curly 
hair. * A bonnet for church always,’ said sober 
matrons. ,* • #. 

• That Mr.^Mkybold was ctescious of her presence 
cl<jse beside him during the'sermon ; «that be w^h*" 
not at all anjry at her development of costumfi ; th^ 
he adifiired her, she perceived. But she did not see 
that he loved her during that sermon-time as he had 
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never loved a woman before ^ that her proximity was 
a strange delight to him ; and tftat fte gloried in her 
musical success that morning in a spirit quite beyond 
a mere cleric's •glory at the inauguration of a new 
ord^r of things. 

The old ch(rir, wifti humbled hearts, no longer 
took^their seats in thfe gallery as heretofore (which 
was now given up to the school-children jvho were 
Aot singers, and a pupil-teacher), but were scattered 
about with their wives in different parts of*the 
church. Having nothidg to do 'with conducting 
the service for almost the first time in their lives, 
they all felt awkward, out of place, abashed, 
and inconvenienced by their^ hands. The tranter^ 
had propose{l that they should stay away to-day 
and' go nutting, but grandfather William Vrould 
not Jitaf of such a thing for* a momen^ ^ No/ 
he replied reproachfully, and qpoted a verse ; 

‘ “ Though this has come upon us, let nojt our 
hearts be turned back,* or our steps go out of the 
yr&y” ' . 

S9 thay^ stood and watched the curls of hair 
trailing down the* back* of the successful rival, 
and the waving of her feather ^as she swayed 
her head. Aftjr a few timid notes ,and uncer- 
tain touches her playing became, markedly cq^- 
,>ectf knd V^wards the end full and free. But, 
whether from prejudice or unbiassed judgment, 
^ene^able body of musicians could not help# think- 
ing -that the silnpler note^ * they had •been wont 
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to bring forth were piore in keeping with' the 
simplicity of tlieir^-old church than the crowded 
chords and interludes it was her pleasure to 
produce. 
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VI 

The day was done, and Fancy wa^ again in the 
schoof-house. About five o'clock it began to* rai®, 
ancl in ratjler a'duil frjme of mind she wandered 
into the schoolroom, for want of something better to 
d(\, • She was thinking — of her lover Dfek Dewy ? 
Not precisely. • Of how weary she yas of living alone : 
how unbearable it would be to return to yalbury 
under the rule of her strange-tempered step-mother ; 
that it Was far better to be marfied to^ anybody 
thainji^hat ; that eight or nine long months had 
yefr to be lived thorough *ere the wedding could take 
pla^. i . 

• At the side of the room were^ high window? of 
Hitm-hill stone, upon either sill of whlfch she c<|uld 
sit^by first mounting a desk and using it as a foot- 
stool. As* the evening advanced here she pevched 
herself, as was her custom on such wet an(J gloomy 
occasions, put pn a light shawl and bohnet, opened 
the window, and looked out at the rain. ^ 
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The window ^^ov^looted a field called the 
Grove, and it was the position from which she 
used to survey the crown of Dick’s passing lyit 
in the early days of their acquaintance and meet- 
ings. Not a living spul was^ noy visible an#^- 
where ; the rain kept all people indoors who 
were not forced abroad by necessity, and neq^s- 
sity was ,le»s importunate on Sundays th&n during 
the week. 

Sitting here and thinking again — of her lover, or 
of the sensation she had created at church that 
day ? — ^well, it is ^ unknown — thinking and think- 
ing she saw *a dark masculine figure arising into 
distinctness at the further end of the Gr6vet—a 
man without an umbrella., Nc^r^r anc} nearet; he 
came, and she perceived that he was in deep mourn- 
ing, and then that it wks Dick. Yes, in the fdndnpss 
and foolishness of his youngs heart,* after walking 
four n^fies, in a drizzling rain without overcoat 
or umbrella, and in face of a remark from his 
love that^ he was not to come because he would 
be tired, he had made it his business td waiFJer 
this mile out of his way a^ain, from sheer wish of 
spending ten minytrs in her presence. 

' O Dick, how wet you are I ’ she said, as' he 
dr^w up uhder ^ the window^. * Wliy, your doat 
shines as if it had been varnished, and you** }iat^ 
— ^my goodness, there’s a streaming hat ! ^ 

O, f'don^ mind, darling I’ said Dick cheer- 
fully. ‘ "Wet never hurts me, though I am rather ' 
sorry ^for my best clothes. However, it co.uldn’t 
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b€ helped ; we lent all th^ umbrellas to the women. 
I don’t know when I shall get*miife back I ’ 

‘ And look, there’s a nasty patch of something 
jiftt on your shoulder.’ 

‘ Ah, that’s japanning ; it rubbed off the clamps 
of poor JacVsf cofln when we lowered him from 
our shoulders upon the bier I I don’t care about 
thit, for Jtwas the last deed I could do for him ; 
and ’tis h^rd if you can^t afford a coaf fdr an old 
friend.’ • • 

Fancy put her hand to her mouth for half 
a minute. Underneath the palm of that little 
hand there existed for that hSLlf-mjnule a little 

‘Dick, J dop’t like y8u to stand there ih 
the* wet. And you mustn’t sit cjpwn. Gp home 
and, (flange your things. ^ Don’t st£\y another 
mlhute.’ , * 

‘ One kiss after coming so far, ’"he pleaded. 

‘ If I can reach, then.’ • 

/ He looked rather disappointe4 at not being 
invited round to the door. She twisted ‘from her 
sealj88r'pasition and b^t herself downwards, but 
not^ven by standing on the plinth^was it possible 
fpr.Dick to get his lips into ciijtact with her%as 
sh^ held thenk By great exertion sb^ might have 
reached a little lowdr ; but them she would Ifeve 
• exf)Qsed htr head to the rain. ^ 

‘Never mind, Dick; kiss*my hand, she *said, 
flinging it down to him. ‘ Now, good-hye.^ 
Good-bye.^ 
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He walked slowly turning and turning 

again to look at hir till he was out of sight. 
During the retreat she said to herself, almost in- 
voluntarily, and still conscious of that morning’s 
triumph — 

* I like Dick, and I love hfcn ; •but how jplain 
and sorry a man looks in the raiF., with no umbrella, 
and wet through ! ’ , ^ ' 

As. h€^ vanished, she made as if tp descend 
from ^er seat^* but glancing in the other direction 
she saw another form coming along the same 
track. It was also that of a man. He, too, 
was in blac^ from top to toe ; but he carried 
an uipbrella. * ,, ^ 

He drew nearer, aifd the direction pf the rain 
caused ,him so ^to slant his umbrella * that fl^om 
her height^ above the ground his head was^ in- 
visible, as *she was also to him. H^ passed in due 
time directly berteath her, and in looking down 
upon the exterior of his umbrella her feminine eyes 
perceived it to ^e of superior silk — less common at 
that date* than since — and of elegant make. ^He 
reached the entrance to tlje building, ajitl"jt*jncy 
suddenly lost rfight of him. InAead of pur^Trfmg 
the^ roadway as <l5^ick had done he had tumq4 
sharply roun^ into her own porch, t ^ 

She jumped «to the flooF, hastily flung, off 
her shawl and bonnet, smoothed and patted, fier 
hair till* the cicrls hung in passable condition,* and 
listened.* Np knock. Nearly a minute passed, 
and still th^re was no* knock. ThSn there arose 
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a soft series of raps, no louder than the tapping 
of a distant woodpecker, and bafely distinct enough 
to reach her ears. She composed herself and flung 
open the door. • 

In the porch stood Mr. Maybold. 

There was if wariS flush upon his face, and a 
bright flash in his eyes, which made him look hand- 
somer than she had ever seen him before. 

‘ Good-evening, Miss Dify.* • 

‘ Good-evening, Mr. Maybold,^ she* said, in a 
strange state of mind. • She had* noticed, beyond 
the ardent hue of his face, that his voice had a 
singular tremor in it, and that his hand shook 
like %n «aspen leaf when he laid his umbrella* in 
the comer of the .porch. ^\^thout another word 
being spoken by either, fie came into the s«hool- 
room, .shut the door, and mpved close .to her. 
Once inside, tha expression of his face was no 
► more discernible, by reason of the increasing dusk 
of evening. , 

* J wantpto speak to you,' he then said ; * seriously 

—on ,a perhaps unexpected subject, but ond which 
is all Zhe VWDrld to me — I»don't know what it may 
be to Jou, Miss Day.’ • 

No reply. ^ • 

* Sancy, I have come to ask you tC you will 

be ny -wife?’ • * • * 

• * As .a pei%on who has been idly amusing hijp- 
|Blf with rolling a snowball might start at.flnding 

Jbe had set in motion an avalanche, so did Taney 
start* at these words from the vicar. Aid in the 
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dead silence whidi followed them, the breathings 
of the man and of^the woman could be distinctly 
and separately heard ; and there was this dif- 
ference between them — ^his respirations gradually 
grew quieter and less rapid after the emmciation ; 
hers, from having been low sthd regular, increased 
in quickness and force, till she almost panted. 

‘ I cannot, I cannot, Mr. Maybold-i-I cannot ! 
Don’t isk* me 1 ’ she said.^ r 

‘•Don’t answer in a hurry I ’ he entreated. ‘ And 
do listen to me. “This is iK) sudden feeling on my 
part. I have loved you for more than six months ! 
Perhaps my lat^* interest in teaching the children 
herf has not been so single-minded as it .seamed. 

*You will understand^ my motive — ^likse me better, 
perhaps, for hofiestly telling you that I have struggled 
against my emotiop continually, because IL have 
thought *that it was not well for me to love you I 
But I resolved to^'struggle no longer ; I have examined < 
the f&ling ; and the love I, bear you is as genuine 
as that I could bear any woman ! I see your great 
charm ;* I respect your natural talents, th^ 
refinement they have brought into yotSBf ndmre-^ 
they are quitfe enough, and more than enou^Jh for 
ire I They ar^equal to anything ever required of 
the mistreyS of a quiet parsonage-house — ^the place 
i4 which I shall pass my dafys, wherever it may be 
sitjiated. O Fancy, I have watched yftu, criticize'd* 
you evejfi seterely, brought my feelings to tHe light 
of judj^ent, and still have found them rational, and<. 
such as anjr man might have expected to he inspired 
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with by a woman like yoi^ I So there is nothing 
hurried, secret, or untoward rAy desire to do 
' this. Fancy, will you marry me ? ' 

No answer was returned. 

‘ Don^t refuse ; don’t,' he implored. ‘ It would 
be Voolish of ^rdu — P mean cruel I Of course we 
would not live here, Fancy. I have had for a long 
tim^ the ofFjpr of aji exchange of livings with a friend 
in Yorkshire, but I have hitherto refused in^ccpunt 
of my mother. There we would go. JTour musical 
powers shall be still further developed ; you shall 
have whatever pianoforte you like ; you shall have 
anything, Fancy, anything to make }rpu happy — 
pony-c%rriage, flowers, birds, jfleasant society ; ^yes, 
you tave engugh p you for cftiy society, after a few* 
mopfhs of trtivel witH me"! Will yo||, Fancy,, marry 
jne?; , ^ . 

Another paus^ ensued, varied only by tMfe surging 
of the rain against the window-panes, and then 
Fancy spoke, in a faint and broken voice. • 

‘’Yes, I will,’ she said. , 

• ‘ God bless you, my own I ’ He advanced 

quiclly/ ftAd put his arn^out to embrace her. She 
*ci!rew|J>ack hastily.* ‘ No no, not no\# ! ’ she saidjn 
arj^ agitated whisper. ‘ There arfc things ; — but ^e 
temptation is, O, too strong, and I can’t resist it ; 
I caa’t tell you now, <but I must lelltyou ! Doil’t, 
pleisg* donit come near me now 1 I want to think. 
I can* scarcely get myself used*to the# idea of what 
^ have promised yet.’ The next minutg shtf turned 
to a desk, buried her face Ifi her hands, and burst 
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into a hysterical fit of ^weeping. * O, leave me to 
myself I ' she sobbed ; ‘ leave me ! O, leave me I * 

‘ Don^t be distressed ; don’t, dearest I ’ It was 
with visible difficulty that he restrained hinlself 
from approaching her. ‘ You shall tell me at your 
leisure what it is that grieves yOu sd > I am happy — 
beyond all measure happy 1 — at having your simple 
promise.’ ^ 

* And do go and leave* me now ! ’ 

‘‘But I must not, in justice to you, leave for a 
minute, until you are yourself again.’ 

‘ There then,’ she said, controlling her emotion, 
and standing up * * I am not disturbed now.’ 

Ife reluctantly mdved towards the door. J Good- 
•bye I ’ he murmured tenderly. * ^’11 coipe to-morrow 
about Jhis time^’ 
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SECOND THOliGl^TS^ 

VJI 

The next morning the vicar rose oarly. ^ The first 
thing he did was to write a long i!nd careful letter to 
his friend in Yorkshire. Then, bating a little break- 
fast, h% crossed the rfiead®ws in the direction of 
C^sterbridjg^e, bearing his letter in his pocket, that 
he might post it at the town office, and obviate the 
j[oss of one day in its transmission that would have 
resulted had he left it for the foot-post through the 
vaiage. . • , 

• It was a foggy morning, and the trees shed in 
noisy drops the moisture they had collected 
fifim tl-E thick air, aif acorn occasionall}» falling fron\ 

to the ground, in companj^ tjvith the drip^ 
In the m^ds, sheets of spiders’-web, almost 
opaque with wet, hung in folds over the/ences, an^ 
"tjio falling leases appeared in every variety of brown, 
green, and yellow hue. 

* A It)w and merry whistling was heard on the' 
^hvlfsay he was ipproaching,* then the light foot- 
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steps of a man goingoin the same direction as him- 
self. On reafchirfg the junction of his path with 
the road, the vicar beheld Dick Dewy^s open and 
cheerful face. Dick lifted his hat, and the vicat came - 
out into the highway that Dick was pursuing. 

‘ Good-morning, Dewy. < Ho\C well you are look- 
ing I ’ said Mr. Maybold. 

‘Yes, sir, I am well — quite* well I am' going 
t<\ C&tirbridge now, to get Smart’s foliar ; we left 
it Jthere Saturday to be repaired.’ 

‘ I am going to Cagterbridge, so we’ll walk 
together,* the vicar said. Dick gave a hop with 
one foot to pul himself in step with Mr. Maybold, 
who proceeded : * I fancy I didn’t s^e you at 
church yesterday, bewy. Or .were you behind the 
pier.? ’ 

‘ No ; I went to Charmley. Poor Jol|n Dunfprd 
chose hie to be one of his bearer^ a long time* before 
he died, and yesterday was the funeral. Of courses 
I couldn’t refuse, though I should have liked par- 
ticularly to Jiave been at liome as ’twa^ the day of 
the new music.’ 

‘ Yes, you should haye been. Theirt5rDfei:al por- 
*tion of the < service was succdfesful — ^very sj|ccessl[ul 
^indeed ; and^v/nat is more to the purpose,, ijp ill- 
feeling whatever was evinced by any of the numbers 
•of the old, choir. They joined in the singing with 
the greatest good-will. * t • 

* ‘.’Twasrfiatural enough that I should w&nt to be 
* thertf,^! spppose,’ said Dick, smiling a private smilg i * 
‘ considefing who thfe* organ-playlr was.* 
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At this the vicar reddened a little, and said, ‘ Yes, 
yes,’ though not at all comprehending Dick’s true 
meanmg, who, as he received no further reply, con- 
tinued hesitatingly, and with another smile denoting 
his pyde as a lover— 

* I suppose ydti know what I mean, sir ? You’ve 
heard ^about me and — Miss Day ? ’ 

The red in Maybold’s countenance werf away : 
hd turned and*looked Dick in the face. * 

* No,’ he said constrainedly, * I’ve hefifrd nothing 
whatever about you and Miss Day.” 

‘ Why, she’s my sweetheart, and we are going to 
be married next Midsummer. We are iceeping it 
rather jlcee just at present, because ’tis a good many 
months to wait ; but i^ is her father’s wish that we 
don’t marry before, and of course we^nust submit. 
But the^ime ’ill soon slip along.’ » ^ 

. * Yes, the time will soon slip along — Time glides 

flway every day — ^yes.’ 

Maybold said these words, but he had no idea of 
what -they %^ere. He was conscious of a cold and 
sickly d^rill throughout him ; and all he reasoned 
w^ th% that the young creature whose graces had 
intoxic^ed him into making the jnost imprudenf 
lesohition of his life, was less an^angel than aP 
)Woman. ^ 

* see, sir,’ contmued the ingenious Dick, 
‘•’twill be betfer in one sense. I ^hall by that tinie 
bg the; regular manager of a branch *o’ fiather’s. 
bef^iness which w*j think of starting elsewhere. It 
has ve'ry much increased lately, and we expect next 
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year to keep a’ extra couple of horses. WeVe already 
our eye on one— brown as a berry, neck like ^ a 
rainbow, fifteen hands, and not a gray hair m her — 
offered us at twenty-five want a crAwn. And to kip * 
pace with the times I have had some cards printed 
and I beg leave to hand you one, SSr.* 

* Certainly,’ said the .vicdr, mechanically ^taking 

the card that Dick offered him. « • 

‘ ‘ I turn in here by Grey’s Bridge,’ said Ditk. 

* I suppose you go straight on and up town ? ’ 

* Yes.’ 

‘ Good-morning, sir.’ 

‘ Good^mornin^, Dewy.’ 

♦ Maybold stood still upon the bridge, holding 
the card as it ha<f been put » into ’his hand, and 
Dick’s footsteps died away towards Dumover MilL 
The vicar’s first , voluntary action was <q read 
the card : — 


DEWY AND SON, 
.Tranters and Hauliers, 
Mbllstock. 


N.B. — Furniture, Coals, Fotatoe^ Live and Stock, 
remove i to any distance on the shortest fumce. 


Mr. >l'aybold leant over th6 parapet of the^ 
•bridge and Idoked into thi river. He saw— with- 
cjit heeding — ^how the water came'rapidiy from 
beneath tHe arches, glided down a littfe^ ste^, 
then* spread itself over a poo[ in which daJbr., 
trout, and minnows sported at ease amoilg the 
* 4 ? t 
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long green locks of weed-* that lay heaving and 
sinking with their roots . towards t&e current. At 
the end of ten minutes spent leaning thus, he 
drew from his ^pocket the letter to his friend, tore 
it deliberately into such minute fragments that 
scarcely two syllables remained in juxtaposition, 
and sent the whole ' handful of shreds fluttering 
into the water. Here he watched them e^dy, dart, 
and turn, as* they were caiVied downwards towards 
the ocean and gradually disappeared frdm his view. 
Finally he moved off, and pursued his way at a rapid 
pace back again to Mellstock Vicarage. 

Nerving himself by a long and intense effort, he 
sat dqwgL in his study and wrote as follows : » 

• ♦ 

* PSar Mis& Day, — iheaning of jgpur wordp, ** the 
temptation is too strong,*’ of your sadness and your tears, has 
been brought home to me by an acfbident. 1 kn«w to-day 
what I did not kndw yesterday — that jrou are not a free 
woman. 

‘ Why did you not tell me — why didn’t you ? Did you 
8Upp6se I k^ew ? No. Had 1 known, my C 9 nduct in coming 
to you as I did would have been reprehensible. • 

* But 1 don’t chide you I Perhaps no blame attaches to you — 
^^can’t^ell. Fancy, th(jugh mf opinion of you is assailed and 
disturb^-d in a way which cannot be expressed^, I love you still, 
and^my word to you holds good yet. BitVill you, in justiip 
to an honest man v^^io relies upon your word to Jiim, consider 
whethW, under the drcumsj^ces, you can f^onourably forsa^ 
him yours ever sincerely, 

• * • i ‘Arthur Maybold; 

* • 

He rang the bell. * Tell Charles to .tak^ these 
pop]{books and this note to ttie school at once*’ 
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The maid took the parcel and the letter, and in 
a few minutes a boy was seen to leave the vicarage 
gate, with the one under his arm, and the other in 
his hand. The vicar sat with his hind to his brow^ 
watching the lad as he descended Church Lane^and 
entered the waterside path which intervened between 
that spot and the school. 

Here he was met by another boy, .and after a 
free salutation and pugUistic frisk had passed b6- 
twefen the two, the second boy came on his way 
to the vicarage, and the* other vanished out of 
sight. 

The boy canie to the door, and a note for Mr. 
Maybold was brought in. « ^ 

He knew the writing. Opening •-the envelope 
with ‘ an unsteady hand, he read the subjoined 
words : 4 . « 

4 • 

I 

* Dear Mr. MAybold, — I have been thinking seriously and^ 
sadly ^through the whole of the night of the question you put 
to me last evening ; and of my answer. That answer, as an 
honest woman, i had no right to give. 

‘It is my nature — ^perhaps all women’s — ^to love, refine- 
ment of mind and manners ; ,but even more than thK to be 
qver fascinated, with the idea of suxfoundings more/eleganl; 
and pleasing tha^ those which have been customaiy. And 
^ou praised me, and praise is life to me. It was alone 
my sensations at these things which {Prompted my*> reply. 
Ambition and vdnity they woufti be called ; perhaps they 
are so. Vi ^ • 

A/ter thifi^ explanation I hope you will generourly allow 
me to Tvfchdraw the answer 1 too hastily gave. ' 

‘ Andoni more request.^ To keep therneeting of last 
and all that passed between us there, for ever a secret. ' Were 
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it to become known, it would utkterly blight the happiness of 
a trusting and generous man, whom I iove kill, and shall love 
'always. — Yours sincerely, 

‘ Fancy Day.* 

'^he, last written communication that ever passed 
from the vicar to Fancy, was a note containing these 
words only : 

^ * Tell him everything ; it is Lest. He will forgive you/ 
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‘ THE KNOT THERE’S 

* . 

NO UNTYIN'G’ 


I 

The last day of the story is dated just subsequent 
to that point in the developme^it of the seasons when > 
country people go lo ^ed among nearly naked trees, 
are lulled to sleep by a fall of rain, and awake next 
momidg among green ones ; Vhen the landscape 
appears embarrassed with the sudden weight and 
brilliancy of its leaves ; when the night-jar com<;s and 
strikes up for the sunfmer his tune of one note ; 
yheh the apple-trees have blopmed, and the roads 
and dhrchard-grass become spotted with fallen petals ; 
where ^he faces of the delifcate flowers .are darkened, 
and their heads weighed down, the throng of 
hoifey-bees, which increase their hujnming til 
humming is too mild ^ term for tlje alf-pervadii^ 
sqund^ and when cuckoos, blackbirds, and sparrows, 
that i^ve iiitherto been merry an^ respecfful 
neighbours, become noisy and persistent intifnates. - 
^ The* exterior of Geoffrey Day's house in Valbury 
Wood appeared exactly as was usual at that season, 
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but a frantic ba^'kin^ of the dogs at the back told 
of unwonted movements somewhere within. Inside 
the door the eyes beheld a gathering, which was 
a rarity indeed for the dwelling of the solitary 
wood-steward and keeper. * • ^ • 

About the room were sitting and standing, in 
various gnarled attitudes, our old acquaintance, grand- 
fathers Jafties and Williaj^ji, the tranter, Mr. Penny, 
two pr three children, including Jimmy and Charley, 
besides three or four county ladies and gentlemen 
from a greater distance who do not require any 
distinction by name. GeolFrey was seen and heard 
stamping about the ovlhouse and among the bushes oi 
•the garden, attending tn details of daily routine before 
the proper time arrived for their'performance, inordei 
that they mighi; be off his hands for the day. He 
appeared^with his shift-sleeves rolled up ; hisWstne'w 
nether garments,«in which he had*arrayed himself thal 
mombig, being temporarily disguised under a week- 
day apron whilst these proceedings were in operation. 
He occ^ionally glanced at the hives in passing, to 
see if his wife’s bees were swarming, ultimately rdSUng 
down his shirt^-sleeves and* goings indoors, talking to 
tranter Dewy vjhilst buttoning the wristbands, tc 
save time ; ;iext going upstairs for his best waistc6at, 
ayd coming doym again to, make another remark 
whilst buttoning that, during the time locking ^uiedl} 
in ftie tranter’s face^as if he were a lookmg-gl^s. 

’ Theb furniture had undergone attenuation to axi 
alarming eictent, every tduplicate piece having been 
nemaved, including the clock by Thomas Wood ; 
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Ezekiel Saunders being at last ^eft ^ole referee in 
matters of time. 

Fancy was stationary upstairs, receiving her layers 
of clothes and adornments, and answering by short 
fragments of laughter, which had more fidgetiness 
than mirth in them, remarks that were made from 
time -to time by Mrs. Dewy and Mrs. Penny, who 
were assisting her “at the toilet, Mrs. Day Slaving 
pleaded a queerness in her head as a reason "for 
shutting herself up in an inner bedroom for the 
whole morning. Mrs. I^enny appeared with nine 
corkscrew curls on each side of her, temples, and a 
back comb stuck upon her croyn like a castle on 
a steep. ® ^ ' 

Th« conversation* just no^w going on was concern- 
ing the banns, the last publication of Mvlbich had’been 
on the Sunday previous. • » 

* And how dfd ’they sound ? \ Fancy subtly 
Squired. , 

‘ Very beautiful indeed,* said Mrs. Penny. ‘ I 
nevef heard any sound better.’ , 

‘ Bt^t Aaw ? ’ 

^ ‘ 0^50 natural and elegaht, didn’t thjy, Reuben I ’ 
she cried, through the chinks of t]^e^ unceiled floor, 
to tHe tranter downstairs. , ^ 

* ‘What’s thatV sai^ the tranter, Idbking ujj 
inquijidgly at the floor above him for an answer. 

‘ Di^’t ifick and Fancy sound weU when tlfty 
■^re tailed home in church last Sunday ?**, came* 
^downw^ds againTO Mrs. Penny’s voice. « 

^ ‘ Ay, that they did, my sonnies 1 — especially ^the 
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first time. Tbere ^as* a terrible whispering pieci 
of work in the congregation, wasn't there, neighboui 
Penny ? ’ said the tranter, taking up the thresy;! oi 
conversation on his own account and, in order tt 
be heard in the room above, jspeajcing very loi*d tc 
Mr. Penny, who sat at the distance ol three feet from 
him, or rather less. « 

‘ I peyer can mind seeing su^h a whispering as 
there was,’ said Mr. {^enny, also Idudly, to tlic 
room abovS. * And such sorrowful envy on the 
maidens’ faces ; * really, I 'never did see such envy 
as there was I ’ 

Fancy’s ’lineamepts varied in innumerable little 
fiuShes, and her heaft palpitated innumerable little 
tremors of pleasure. ‘ J^ut perhaps,’ ^he saicj, with 
assuthed indifierence, * it was only because nb re- 
ligion vijis going on just then ? ’ * * • * 

‘ O, no ; nothing to do with4:htft. ’Twas because 
of your high standing in the parish. It was just a^ 
if they had one and all ckiught Dick kissing and 
coling to death, wasn’t it, Mrs. Dewy ? ’ * ^ 

‘ Ay ; that ’twas.’ ^ #» 

‘ How people will talkUbout pne’s doings 1 Fan^ 
exclaimed. ^ 

• ‘ Well, if you make songs about yourself, my dear, 
j^ou can’t ^lame other people for singing ’em.* 

‘ Mercy hie I how shall I go .through i^f saic 
the young lady again, but merely to'thostf in the 
.bedroom, with a breathing of a kind between«,a sig;^ 
and a pai^t, round shiping eyes, aad warm ^ce. * 
^O, you'll get through it well enough, child',’ saic 
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Mrs. Dewy placidly. ‘ The eOge^f tlje performance 
is took off at the calling home ; and when once you 
get ijp to the chancel end o’ the church, you feel as 
sacucy as you please. Pm sure I felt as brave as a 
sodgy all througji thj deed — though of course I 
dropped my face and looked modest, as was be- 
coming to a maid. Mind you do that, Fancy.’ 

‘And I walked* into the church as qiiiej as a 
lamb, I’m silre,* subjoined Mrs. Penny. ‘ Th&e, 
you see Penny is such a little small man. fiut 
certainly, I was flurried in the insifle o* me. Well, 
thinks I, ’tis to be, and here goes I ^And do you do 
the same : say, “ ’Tis to be, and Jiere goe% ! ” ’ 

* Is dthere such wonderful vijtue in “ Tis to be, 
and h^e goes f ” ’ iifquired JF'ancy. 

‘ Wonderful ! Twill carry a body through It all 
frcftn yredding to churching, if you only lei it out 
with spirit enough.* • ^ 

• ‘ Very well, then,’ said Fancy, blushing. ‘^’Tis 
to be, and here goes ! ’ • 

‘ That’s i girl for a husband ! ’ said Mrs. Dewy. 

‘ I do hope he’ll come in time I ’ continued the 
bskie-elect, inventing; a nefr cause of affright, now 
that thj other was demolished. ^ 

‘ Twould be a thousand pities if lie didn’t come,® 
mow y<tu be so brave,’ said Mrs. Penny. • ^ 

Grfigifather James, having overheard sSme of these 
femarkisT^ said downstairs with mischievous^loudness^- 
^ * I’ViP known some would-be weddings whep the . 
.«nAi.di^’t come.’* , . 

‘ Ttey’ve happened not to come, before npw, 
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certainly/ said JV[r.JPenny, cleaning one of the glasses 
of his spectacles, 

‘ O, do hear what they are say^ing downsti^irs/ 
whispered Fancy. ‘ Hush, hush 1 ' 

She listened. ^ « 

‘ They have, haven’t they, ^Geoffrey ? ’ continued 
grandfather James, as Geoffrey entered. 

* H^va what ? ’ said Geoffrey. * 

^ The men have been known not to come.’ 

* « 

* That they have/ said the keeper. 

‘ Ay ; I’ve knovved times when the wedding had 
to be put off through his not appearing, being tired 
of the woman. A^d another case I knowed was 
wlfen the man was patched in a man-trap* crossing 
paker’s Wood, and the*three months had rain out 
before he gof well, and the banns had to be pub- 
lished over again.’ • 

‘ How horrible 1 * said Fancy. 

\They only say it on purpose to tease ’ee, my 
dear,’ said Mrs. Dewy, • 

‘ ’Tjs quite sad to think what wretched shifts’po 9 r 
maids have been put to,’ came again from dowifstairs. 

* Ye should hear Clerk Wilkins^ my brother-law, t^U 
iiis experiences^ marrying couples these last thirty 
^ear : son^etimes one thing, sometimes another— ’tis 
|[uite heart-rending — enough to maVe your hai!t stand 
on end.’ 

• ‘ Tliose things don’t happen very ohen, f knoW;,^ 
• said Ftocy, with smouldering uneasiness. 

‘ really ’tis .time Dick was here,’ «aid ftie 
tranter. 
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^ Don’t keep on at me so, grandfather James and 
Mr. Dewy, and all you down there I ’ Fancy broke 
^ out, ujaable to encore any longer. ‘ 1 am sure 1 shall 
die, or do something, if you do ! ’ 

‘ Never you l^earkeii to these old chaps, Miss 
Day 1 ’ cried Nat Callc^me, the best man, who had 
just enitered, and threw his voice upward through 
the^chinks of the floor as the qjthers had done? •* ’'^is 
all right ; Dick’s coming on like a wild feeler ; hem’ll 
be here in a minute. Thj hive o’ bees his mother 
gie’d en for his new garden swarmed jist as he was 
starting, and he said, I can’t afford^to lose a stock 
o’ bees ; no, that I can’t, though { fain would ; and 
Fancy '\touldn’t wish it on any aacount.” So he jist 
stoppedfito ting .to ’em and shake ’em.’ 

‘ A genuine wise man,’ said Geoffrey. 

^ To* tfe ’^sure, what a day’s wotk we had yester- 
day I ’ Mr. Callcome Continued, lowering his voice 
as if it were not necessary any longer to include 
those in the^room above •among his audience, and 
selecting a remote comer of his best clean hand- 
kerchief for wiping his face. ‘ To be sure 1 ’ 

«fTh!ngs so heavy, *1 supf)ose,’ said peoffrey, as 
if readily through the chimney-wind^^ from the far 
end of the vista. • 

• • ‘ Ay,^ said Nat, looking round the rpoin at points 
^rffcoiQ wiiich furniture had been removed. ‘ And so 
a^Kkward«to carry, too. ’Twas ath’art gnd acrosi 
oDkk’s garden ; in and out Dick’s door ; ^ uf lond 
dbwn Dick’s staift ; round • and round* thick’s 
^om to stumps : and Dick 
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is so particular, And the stores of victuals 

and drink that lad has laid in ; why, ’tis enough 
for Noah’s ark I I’m sure I nearer wish to ^see a 
choicer half-dozen of hams than he’s got there *in 
his chimley ; and the cide** I tasted was s$ very 
pretty drop, indeed ; — ^none ^could desire a prettier 
cider.’ 

TSi^ be for the l^e and the stdlled ox bqth. 
A^, the greedy martds 1 ’ said grandfather James. 

‘ Well, may-be they be. “ Surely,” says I, “ that 
couple between ’em have heaped up so much furni- 
ture and victuals, that anybody would think they 
were going to tak^ hold the big end of married life 
first, and begin wi’^ grown-up family.” *Ah, what 
a bath of heat we two» chaps were 'in, to be sure, 
a-getting that furniture in order I ’ 

‘ 1 jo so wish Ihe room below was ceilfed,’ said 
Fancy, as the, dressing went t>n ; ‘we can hear all 
they say and do down there.’ 

‘ Hark 1 Who’s that ? • exclaimed a small, pupil- 
teacher, who also assisted this morning, to her' great 
delight. She ran half-way down the staift, and 
jpeeped rouijd the baniSter. • O, you should, you 
should, you shcyald I ’ she exclaimed, scrambling up 
to the Tooifi again. 

‘ Wha? ? ’ e^id Fancy. , 

‘ See the bridesmaids I They’ve Just a cotpe^lX 
*Tis. wonderful, really I ’tis wonderful ho^ 
can M brought to it. There, they don’t look a bit a 
like themselves, but Jike some fery rich cisters of* 
theirs that nobody knew they had 1 ’ 
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‘ Make 'em come up to ma^e 'em come 
up I ' cried Fancy ecstatically ; and the four damsels 
appo^ted, namely, Miss Susan Dewy, Miss Bessie 
Dfewy, Miss Vashti Sniff, and Miss Mercy Onmey, 
surged upstairs, a^d dq^ted along the passage. 

‘ I wish Dick would come ! ' was again the burden 
of Fancy. 

JThe same *instan\ a smaJJ twig and flowei; from 
the creeper outside the door flew in at the open 
window, and a masculine voice said, ‘ Ready, Fancy 
dearest ? ' 

* There he is, he is I ' cried Fancy, tittering spas- 

modically, and breathing as it weje for thh first time 
that monfing. ^ • 

Thew bridesmaids* csowdgd to the window and 
turned their heads in the direction pdinted oul, at 
wHichjxlbfion eight earrings all swung as onj : — not 
looking at Dick betraisse they particularly wanted to 
SM him, but with an important sense of their duty 
as obedient ministers of the will of that apotheosised 
bein^ — ^the iBride. 

* Ht looks very taking I ' said Miss Vashti Sniff, 

ayyoung lady who bjushed’ cream-colour and wore 
yellow bonnet-ribbons. ^ 

Dick was advancing to the door*in a painfulljf 
•new cdat of shining cloth, primrose-coloufed waist- 
9coat, of the same painful style of newness, ana 
yOtiuan* extr& quantity of whiskers shaved off his 
face, and hair cut to an unwonted stortne^s in . 
•honour af the occasion. . . » * 

^ ‘ Now, I'll run down,' said Fancy, looking; at 
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herself over Jier |hoiflder in the glass, and flitting 
off. 

‘ O Dick I ’ she exclaimed, ‘ I am so glad yjpu are 
come I I knew you would, of course, but I thought, * 
Oh if you shouldn’t I ’ * • 

‘ Not come, Fancy I Het or wet, blow or snow, 
here come I to-day I Why, what’s possessing your 
little ^(Xil ? You nev^ used to mind such things 
a bit.’ 

* ‘ Ah, ^r. Dick, I hadn’t hoisted my colours and 
committed myself then ! ’said Fancy. 

* ’Tis a pity^I can’t marry the whole five of ye ! ’ 
said Dick* surveyijig them all round. 

• * Heh-heh-heh I ^ laughed the four bridesmaids, 

and Fancy privately touched 'Dick* and sigoothed 
him* down behind his shoulder, as if to assure her- 
self th4,t he was there in flesh and blood h^lver dwn 
property. ^ • • 

‘ Well, whoever would have thought such a thing ?’ 
said Dick, taking off his hat, sinking into a. chair, 
and turning to the elder members of the compahy. 

The latter arranged their eyes and lips towiignify 
that in their opinion nobod); could have thought 
'such a thing, whatever it was. ^ 

* ‘That my* bees should ha’ swarmed ju^*then, 
of all tinfes and seasons 1 ’ continued Dick, throwing . 
^a comprelfensive glance like a net over tl^^a^whole^. 
asiditory. ‘ And.’tis a fine swarm, t6o : I hay^% 
seen^suchafineswarmfor these ten years.’ ^ 

‘ A/ q^cellent sig^’ said Mrsk Penny, ftom 
depths of experience. ‘ A’ excellent sign.’ . 
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I am glad everything seems so right/ said Fancy 
.with a breath of relief. 

‘ And so am 1/ said the four bridesmaids with 
much sympathy. 

*;W^ell, bees can’t be put bflf/ observed the inhar- 
monious grandfather James. ‘ Marrying a woman 
is a thing you can do* at any moment ; but a swarm 
o’ bees won’i comtf for the ^king.’ , 

Dick farmed himself wth his hat. <5an’t 
think,’ he said thoughtfully, * whatever* ’twas 1* did 
to offend Mr. Maybold,~a man Plike so much too. 
He rather took to me when he came first, and used 
to say he should like to see me married, and that 
he’d piariy me, whether the young woman I chose 
lived-in his parish* o^ no. I just hinted to him of 
it when I put in the banns, but he didn’t se^m to 
take kindly to the notion no% and so i said no 
more. I woiider^hoiy it was.’ 

^ * I wonder I ’ said Fancy, looking into vacancy 

with those beautiful ey/ss of hers — too refined and 
beautiful for a tranter’s wife ; but, perhaps, not too 
good* 

^ * ^tered his mind, as folks will, I suppose,’ said 
the tranter. ‘ Well, my sonnies, theih’U be a godd 
strong party looking at us to-day ls*we go along.’* 

* And the bddy of the church,’ said Geoffrey, 
•wilj be lined with fefnales, and i raw of youi% 
fi^rs^headi^, as far down as the fyes, will be noti^d 
jSt ijjmve the sills of the chancel- winde A.’ • 

• i Aj^ you’ve lyen through it twice,’ said Reuben. 
^ and well mid know.’ 
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I can put-up jidthfit for once/ said Dick/ ‘or 
twice either, or a dozen times/ 

‘ O Dick I ’ said Fancy reproachfully. ^ 

‘ Why, dear, that’s nothing, — only just a bit of a 
flourish. You be as nervous as a cat to-day.’ , 

‘ And then, of course, when ’ti^ all over,’ con- 
tinued the tranter, ‘ we shalf march two an4 two 
round thf parish.’ ^ • r 

'Yes, sure/ said Mr. Penny: ‘ tWo and two: 
every man hitched up to his woman, ’a b’lieve.’ 

* I never can* make a ‘show of myself in that 

way 1 ’ said Fancy, looking at Dick to ascertain if 
he could. • ^ 

I’m agreed to anything you and the company 
like, my dear 1 ’ said Mr.^Ricljard De\<^^ heartjjy. 

‘ Why, we %iid when we were married, didn’t we, 
Ann ? ’ jsaid the tranter ; ‘ and so do everybody, iliy 
sonnies.’ 

‘ And so did we,’ said Fancy’s father. 

‘ And so did Penny and J,’ said Mrs. Penny : ‘ I 
wore my best Bath clogs, I remember, ^d Peimy 
was cross because it mad^ me look so tall.’ 

‘ And so did father and mother,’ said Miss Mergr 
Onmey. ‘ ^ 

• ‘ And I me’an to, come next Christmas I* ’ •said 
Nat the groomsman vigorously, and looking towards c 
the person <5f iSliss .Vashti Sniff. ^ ^ « 

#* Respectable people don’t nowaday&j’ said F^^.* 
/ Still, since^ poor mother did, I will.’ , 

* A)!,’ Resumed the^ tranter, ‘ Jtwas on ^ White,, 
Tuesday when I committed it. Mellstock * Club 

* r ' 
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walked the same day, and We new-married folk went 

• • 

, a-gaying round the parish behind 'em. Everybody 
usejl to wear something white at Whitsuntide in them 
•days. My sonnies, I've got the very white trousers 
thaj I. wore, at home in box now. Ha'n't I, Ann ? ' 
‘ You had tlU I cut 'em up for Jimmy,' said Mrs. 
Denry, 

‘ And we ought, by rigljts, after doing this parish, 
io go round Higher and l!ower Mellstock, and call 
at Viney's, and so work our way hither^ again across 
He'th,' said Mr. Penny, lecovering scent of the matter 
in hand. ‘ Dairyman Viney is ^a very respectable 
man, and so is Farmer Kex, and we oaght to show 
ourselves to them.' • 

‘ Jrue,' sAid the lyanter, ‘ we ought to go round 
Mellstock to do the thing well. We shall form 
a very striking object walking along in* rotation, 
good-now, neighbours ? ' 

* * That we shall : a proper pretty sight for the 

nation,’ said Mrs. Penny. * 

* Hulld I ' said the tranter, suddenly catching sight 
of ai^ingular human figure standing in the doorway, 
^d,. wearing a long smock-frock of pillow-case cut 
and of snowy whiteness. ‘ Why, Liaf ! whatever 
doit thou do here ? ' * • • 

‘ I’ve come ^o know if so be I can come to 
the ^wedding — ^hee-hee*l ' said JLeslt ih a voice \>f 
tua idity. . • 

^ * J^ow, Leaf,' said the tranter repro&hfijl^, * you 

know jve don't grant 'ee here to-day : Wf 'ue got no 
room for ye. Leaf.’ 
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* Thomas Leaf, Thomas Leaf, fie upon ye Tor 
prying ! ’ said ofd William. 

‘ I know Tve got no head, but I thought, if I 
washed and put on a clane shirt anH smock-fr^k,^ 
I might just call,’ said Leaf, turning away dijap- 
pointed and trembling. * • 

‘ Poor feller I ’ said the trantef, turning to Geo^ey. 

* Suppose ^we must let en come*? Hiy looks are 
rathdr against en, and *he is terrible^ silly ; but 
’a hkve nevtr been in jail, and ’a won't do no 
harm.’ • • 

Leaf looked with gratitude at the tranter for 
these praises, and then anxiously at Geoffrey, to 
see twhat effect would have in helping his 
cause. ^ ^ 

* Ay, let en c#me, ' said deoffrey decisively. ‘ Leaf, 

th'rt welcome, 'st ]pow ; ’ and Leaf acoofidingly 
remained. « • 

They were now all ready for leaving the house, ^ 
and Began to form a procQ 3 sion in the following 
order : Fancy and her father, Dick and Susan Dewy, 
Nat Cafleome and Vashti Sniff, Ted Waywooc^ anJ 
Mercy Onmey, and Jimmy^d Bessie Dewy. TJies^ 
formed the executive, and all appeared in strict 
wadding attire. * ^fhen came the tranter and Mrs. 
Dewy, and*”iast of all Mr. and Mfs. Penny;*— the 
tilmter eonspiedous, by his ^enormous glove^ ^size 
ele^n and three-quarters, which apj[x3ared* 
<^tanb^,like*boxmg gloves bleached, and sat*'nither^' 
awkwi^41y,*upon his brown hands ; Jthis hall-mark of 
respectability having Seen set upon himself to-day 
a6s 
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(by Fancy^s special request) f(i|r thp first time in his 
life. 

^ ‘ The proper way is for the bridesmaids to walk 
together/ suggested Fancy. 

**What? *ywas^ always young man and young 
woman, arm in crook, in my time I ' said Geoffrey, 
astounded. 

‘ And in min4 I ’ said ^he tranter. • ^ 

* And ift ours I ’ said lilr. and Mrs. Penny* 

‘ Never heard o’ such a thing as woman and 
woman I ’ said old Wiftiam ; who, with grandfather 
James and Mrs. Day, was to stay at home. 

* Whichever way you and^the conf^any like, my 
dear !*’ said Dick, who, bein^ on the point of seeurin^ 
his«right Fariby, seeded willing to renounce all 
other rights in the world, with the greatest pleasure. 

’ Tbptigcision was left to Fancy. J 

‘ Well, I thiAk €’d rather have it the way mother 
had it,’ she said, and the couples moved along under 
the trees, every man to his maid. 

* ‘ Ahl ’ said grandfather James to grandfather 
Wiliam as they retired, ‘ I wonder which she thinks < 
most about, Dick^or hei» wedding raiment I ’ 

i WeU, ’tis their nature,’ said ^andfather William. 
‘Remember the words of the prophet Jeremteh : 

“ Can a maid* forget her ornaments, eft a bride her 
^attije?”’^ * 

^ Now 4mong dark perpendicular firs, liho the 
shafted columns of a cathedral ; now through a hazel 
copsf, matted^with primrpses and wild hyacinths; 
now .under broad beeches in bright young^ leaves 
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they threaded tjjeir ^wa/ into the high road over 
Yalbury Hill, which dipped at that point directly into 
the village of Geoffrey Day's parish ; and in the sp^ce 
of a quarter of an hour Fancy foun(! herself to be * 
Mrs. Richard Dewy, though, iguch /o her surprise, 
feeling no other than Fancy Day still. 

On the circuitous return walk through the lanes 
and fields,* amid much chattering and laughter, 
especially when they came to stiles, Dick discerned 
a brown spot Tar up a turnip field. 

* Why, 'tis Enbch * ' he said to Fancy. * I 
thought I missed^ him at the house this morning. 
How is it he's left yoij ? ' 

^ ‘ He drank too mu(h cider, and it got iffto^ his 
head, and they put him ii^ WeatKerburJr stocks for 
it. Father was* obliged to get somebody else for 
a day or }wo, and Enoch hasn’t had anything to* 
do with the woods since,' • * 

* We might ask him to call down to-night. 

Stocks are nothing for oncej considering 'tis our 
wedding day.’ The bridal party was orhered to ^ 
halt. * i 

* Eno-o-o-o-ch 1 ' cried Dick ^t the top of 4iiss 
.• * • 

voice. ^ 

^ Y-a-a-a-a-a-as 1 ’ said Enoch from the distahcfe. 

‘ D'ye kn6w who I be-e-e-e-e-e ? ' * 

^ No-o-o-o-fl-o-o I 
‘ Dick Dew-w-w-w-wy I ' 

0-h;h-h-h-h 1 ' 

* Just a-nja-a-a-a-a-arried I ' 

* 0:h-h.h-h.h 1 ’ 
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' This is my wife, Fa*a-aia-a-^mcy 1 ’ (holding 
her up to Enoch’s view as if she had been a 
ncjsegay). ^ 

• ‘ 0-h-h-h-h-h I * 

V Will ye cqpe apross to the party to-ni-i-i-i-i-i- 
ightl’ ’ . 

^ Ca-a-a-a-a-an’t 1 ’ 

, ‘ Why il-o-o-o-o-ot ? ’ » , 

‘ Don’t work for the family no-o-o-o-ow I ’ 

* Not nice of Master Enoch,’ said ^ick, as they 
resumed their walk. * 

‘ You mfustn’t blame en,’ ski4 Geoffrey ; * the 
man’s not hisself now ; he’s jb his morning frame 
of raifid. When he’s had a, gallon o’ cider dt ale^ 
or a pint op two* o£ me^d, the man’s well enough, 
and his manners be as good as iftiybody’s* in the 
‘kingdom.’ 
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II 

The point in Yalbyry Wood which abutted on 
tj^e eitd of Geoffrey Day’s premises was closed' ^ith 
an ancient tree, horizontaUy of enormous exttnt, 
though fiaving n<J great pretensions to height. Many 
hundreds of birds had«been born amidst the Roughs 
of this single tree^; tribes of rabbits* and hares had 
nibbled^ at its bark from year to year ; quaint tufts 
of fungi had sprung from the* cavities of its forks ; 
and countless families of moles and earthworms had 
crept about its roots. Beneath and beyond ^its 
shade spread a carefully-tended gra$s-plot, its purpose 
being to supply a healthy exercise-ground for yovng 
chidkens and ^pheasants ; the hens, their motherS, 
being enclosed in coops plaj^ed upon the same 
greSn flooring.* 

Aft these encumbrances were now removed,, ailrik 
as .the afternoon advanced, the guests gathered «on 
the spot, where music, dancing, andnhe singhig^of 
songs Y^nt forward with great spirit idiroughout the 
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evening. The propriety of^evejy one was intense, 
by reason of the influence of Fancy, who, as an 
additional precaution in this direction, had strictly 
Charged her fatter and the tranter to carefully avoid 
stiyifig ‘ thee ’ ajjd * thou ’ in their conversation, on 
the plea that diose ancient words sounded so very 
hunwliating to persons of newer taste ; also that they 
were never io be liken draining the back o{ the hand 
across the fnouth after dnnking — a local English 
custom of extraordinary antiquity, bilt stated by 
Fancy to be decidedly dying out** among the better 
classes of society. • ^ 

In addition to the local musicians present, a man 
who a thorough knowledge of the tambourine 
was ipvited ftom the yilla^ of Tantrum Clangley, — 
a place long celebrated for the skill of its inhabitants 
& Pf ifotmers on instruments of percussio^. These 
important members* of the assembly were relegated 
*ito a height of two or three feet from the ground, 
upop a temporary ereotion of planks supported by 
bafrels. ^Vhilst the dancing progressed the older 
perstos sat in a group under the trunk of the tree, — 
,tiie space being allotted to<hem somewhat grudgingly 
by t^e young ones, who were greedy of pirouettihg 
room, — and fortified by a table afiinst the heels'^f 
the dancers. Here the gaffers and gammers, whose 
dan^jjfig days were over* told stories of gfreat impreffe- 
iyeaes's, and at intervals surveyed the advancing <iand 
, retiring couples from the same retreat, *as people on 
&ore jnight be supposed to^ survey a nayal engage- 
ment in the ba/ beyond ; returning again to their 
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tales when the pause wa3K)ver. Those of the whirling 
throng, who, during the rests between each figure, 
turned their eyes in the direction of these seated 
ones, were only able to discover, on* account of the* 
music and bustle, that a very striking circumstance 
was in course of narration — denoted by an emphatic 
sweep of the hand, snapping oV the fingers, clo^ of 
the lips, aijd fixed look into the centre of the listener's 
eye for \he spac e of a cfuarter of a mmute, which 
raised in thift listener such a reciprocating working 
of face as to somctiro.es mkke the distant dancers 
half wish to know what such an interesting tale could 
refer to. • 

Raney caused her looks to wear as much matronly 
^expression as was obtainable ouj: of six hours ^ ejjperi- 
ence as a wife^ in order that the contrast between 
her own state of life ^nd that of the unmarric^i young 
women present might be duly imj^ressed upon the 
company : occasionally stealing glances of admiration^ 
at hei* left hand, but this qvite privately; for her 
ostensible bearing concerning the matter waS intended 
to show *that, though she undoubtedly occupied, tbe* 
most wondrous position in the eyes of the world that, 
had ever been attained, she was almost imconscious 
of%the circumstaAcfe, and that the somewhat promi- 
nent position' in which that wonderffilly-emblaz«>ned 
left hand wa^ cdhtinually foifiid to be placed, ‘wjtien 
hanging cups and saucers, knives, forks, "and glas^^ 
was qilit^ th# result of accident. As to wishiqg to 
excite eliyy jn the bosoms of her maiden companions^ 
by the exhibition of the shining ring, every one was 
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to know it was quite foreiga to^the dignity of such 

• an experienced married woman. Dick’s imagination 
in the meantime was far less capable of drawing so 

‘ ftiuch wontedne*ss from his new condition. He had 
bee^ fpr two or^ three hours trying to feel himself 
merely a newl^^-married man, but had been able to 
get «io further in the attempt than to realize that he 
was Dick Dewy, the tranter’s son, at a par^ given by 
Lord WesseSc’s head man-in-charge, on the outfying 
Yalbury estate, dancing and chatting with Fancy Day. 

Five country dancesT, including ‘ Haste to the 
Wedding,’ two reels, and three fragments of horn- 
pipes, brought them to the time for supper, which, 
on account of the dampness the grass from* the 
Immaturity t)f the ^summer^ season, was spread* 
indoors. At the conclusion of the meal* Dick 
i^ent out to put the horse in ; ^nd Fancyj with the 
elder half of the^four bridesmaids, retired upstairs 
^o dress for the journey to Dick’s new cottage near 
Mellstock. . • 

^ How*long will you be putting on your bonnet, 
iFani^y ? ’ Dick inquired at the foot of the Aalircase, 
^eing now a man of business and married, he was 
strong on the importance of time, add doubled the 
emf)hasis of his words in convdk^g, and addied 
vigour to his nbds. 

‘,|Only a minute.* * 

* iHbw long is that ? ’ 

^ ‘ )|/ell, dear, five.’ ^ 

•' ‘ A^, sonnies J ’ said the tran^r, as I^ct Retired, 

* ’tis" al talent of*the female race that low numbers 
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shoiild stand foj hig^, Acre especially in matters of 
waiting, matters of age, and matters of money/ 

‘ True, true, upon my body,* said CJeoflfrey. 

‘ Ye spak with feeling, Geoffrey, seemingly. 

* Anybody that d*know my experience might g^iess 

that.* ^ 

‘ What*s she doing now, Geoffrey ? * ^ 

‘ Clanmg out all the ppstairs drawees and cup- 
boards, and dusting the second-best *“ chainey — a 
thing that’s^ only done once a year. “If there’s 
work to be done I‘’must do it,” says she, “ wedding 
or no.” * 

‘ ’Tis my" belief she’s a very good woman at 
bottom.* 

* t 

* She*s terrible deep, th|n.* , ' 

MiS. Penny turned round. ‘Well, *tis humps 
and holleTfs with the best of us ; but still '’and for 
all that, Dick and Fancy stand*aaf‘fair a chance of 
having a bit of sunsheen as any married pair in the* 
land.** 

* Ay, there’s no gainsaying it.* 

Mrs. Dewy came up, talking to one person* and 
looking at another. ‘ Happy, yes,* she said. ‘-*Tb, 
always so when a couple is so exactly in tune with 
oi£i another as Di^k and she.* ‘ ^ 

‘ When they be’n’t too poor to ha^e time to Sng,* 
sshd grandfather James. ’ - 

‘cl tell ye, neighbours, when the pinch tomesV said 
the trw^r : ‘ when the oldest daughter’s boots be ^ 
only a ske^less than h^ mother’s,, and the rest oi 
the flock dose behind her. A sharp time for a man 
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that, my sonnies ; a very sharf) tirpe 1 ^ Chanticleer’s 
eomb is a-cut then, ’a believe.’ 

‘ Jhat’s about the form o’t,’'said Mr. Penny. 

‘ That’ll put the stuns upon a man, when you must 
meas'ire mother ^nd daughter’s lasts to tell ’em 
apart.’ 

‘ ''Jou’ve no cause to complain, Reuben, of such a 
clo^e-coming (dock, ’'said Mr.^. Dewy ; * for^urs was 
a straggling Ibt enough, God knows I ’ ^ 

‘ I d’know it, I d’know it,’ said the traifter. * You 
be a well-enough woman, Ann.’ * 

Mrs. Dewy put her mouth in the^form of a smile, 
and put it back again without smiling. • 

*Am(Pif they come together, they go together,’ 
said AJrs. Penhy, who^e faipily had been the reverse 
of the tranter’s i * and a little money v^ll make either 
fafe tpterkble. And money ca^i be mad^ by our 
•jjjoung couple, I k^!b^t.’ 

‘ Yes, that it can I ’ said the impulsive voice of 
Leaf,, who had hitherto humbly admired the ’pro- 
ceedings from a corner. ‘ It can be done — all thajj^st- 
wanteii is a few pounds to begin with. Tha\^^^ I 
Ltoopw a story about it 1 ’ • 

‘ Lft’s hear thy story, Leaf,’ said the tranter. “T 
nevdir knew you were clever enou^’ to tell a storji.' 
^Silen(£, all of ye*l Mr. Leaf will tell a story.’ 

' ^ T^l your story, Thomas Leaf,’ said^randfathel* 

^fllfaq in the tcme of a schoolmaster. » 

^ ‘ Once,’ said the delighted Leaf, in an uncertain 
r ySce, * |here was «. man who liyed in a houjj^ I Well, 
^his mail went thlhking and thinking night and^day. 
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At last, he said to ^imself, as I might, “ If I had only 
ten pound, I^d make a fortune/' At last by hook op 
by crook, behold he got the ten pounds I ' ^ 

‘ Only think of that I ' said Nat tallcome satiri6- 
ally. ^ 

‘ Silence 1 ' said the tranter. 

‘ Well, now comes the interesting part of the 
story I Jgi a little timq^ he made tha^ ten pounds 
twenty. Then a little time after that He doubled it, 
and made ft forty. Well, he went on, and a good 
while after that •he made* it eighty, and on to a 
hundred. Well by-and-by he made it two hundred 1 
Well, you'd never believe it, but — ^he went on and 
made it four hundred 1 He went on, and what did 
he do ? Why, he made it eigjitliundfed I Y/ts, he 
did,' 5:ontinue4 Leaf, in the highest pitch of excite- 
ment, bringing doyn his first upon his knfee, wfith 
such force that he quivered wit^tlfe pain ; * yes, and 
he went on ancf made it a thousand ! ' * 

‘ Hear, hear I ' said the tranter. * Better than the 
history of England, my sonnies 1 ' 

Kiknk you for your story, Thomas Leaf/, said 
grandfather William ; and then Leaf graduallyrsanlf; 
into nothingness again. , 

c> Amid a medle^ of laughter, old shoes, and elder- 
wine, Dicl»*and his bride took theiV departuri?, side 
by side jn the bxc^ent new spring-cart whigfe the 
yoqjPLg tranter now. possessed. The m6on Was^just 
over th^full* rendering any light from lamps Oic^theii; 
own Ife^uyes quite unnecessary t(^the pair.*. ThSy 
drpve slowly along Yalbury Bottoih, where 1jae*road, 
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passed between two copses. * Dii^k was talking to 
his companion. 

‘ ^tncy/ he said, ‘ why we are so happy is because 
tliere is such full confidence between us. Ever since 
that time you confessed to that little flirtation with 
Shiner by the river (which was really no flirtation at 
all), 4 have thought how artless and good you must 
be^^ tell meio’ subh a tri^g thing, and^to be so 
frightened aUout it as you were. It has won mft to 
tell you my every deed and word since then. We’ll 
have no secrets from each other,# darling, will we 
ever ? — ^no secret at all.’ 

* None from to-day,’ said Fancy. ‘ Hark I what’s 

Aat?J - • . . . 

Frgm a nefghboflriiig tiucket was suddenly heard 
to issue in a loud, musical, and liquid voice — • 

** '^ipplwit 1 swe-e-etl ki-ki^ki ! Come hither, 
• come hither, com^hJther I * 

^ ‘ O, ’tis the nightingale,’ murmured she, and 
thought of a secret she would never tell. • 


THE END 
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